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ZVie foundation of the folltywiiiQ Stoiy will be 
found partly in the accoun^.of the Mutiny of the 
Bounty in the South Seas {in 1789), and partly in 
** Mariner's Account of the Tonga Islands. 



niE AGE OF BUONZE. 


] 

Thl “ good old times”—all times, wlicji old, aie good—- 
Are gone ; tlic present might be, if they would, 

Great things have been, and aic, and greater still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will: 

A wider space, a greener field is given 
To those who play their “ tricks before high Heaven.” 
1 know not if the angels weep, but men 
Have wept enough—for what?—to weep again. 
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1 . 

The morning watch was come ; the vessel lay 
Her course, and gently made her liquid way ; 

The cloven billow flash’d from off her prow 
In furrows form’d by that majestic plough ; 

The waters with their world were all before ; 
Behind, the South Sea’s many an islet shore. 

The quiet night, now dappling, ’gan to wane, 
Dividing darkness from the dawning main; 

The dolphins, not unconscious of the day, 

Swam high, as eager of the coming ray; lo 

The stars from broader beams began to creep, 

And lift their shining eyelids from the deep ; 

The sail resumed its lately-shadow’d white, 

And the wind flutter’d with a freshening flight; 
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TJjc purpling ocean owns the coining sun— 
But, ere he break, a deed is to be done. 


II. 

'J'Jtc gallant Chief within his cabin slept, 

Secure in those by whom the watch was kept: 
nis dreams were of Old England’s welcome shore, 
Of toils rewarded, and of dangers o’er; 20 

Tlis name was added to the glorious roll 
Of those who search the storm-surrounded Pole. 
The worst was over, and the rest seem’d sure, 

And why should not his slumber be secure ? 

Alas ! his deck was trod by unwilling feet. 

And wilder hands would hold the vessel’s sheet; 
Young licarts, wliich languish’d for some sunny isle 
Wliere summer years and summer women smile; 
Men without country, who, too long estranged, 

Had found no native home, or found it changed. 
And, half-uncivilized, preferr’d the cave 3 i 

Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave; 

■ 

The gushing fruits that Nature gave unlill’d ; 

The wood witliout a path but where they will’d; 
The field o’er which promiscuous Plenty pour’d 
Her horn; the equal land without a lord; 
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The wish—which ages have not yet subdued 
In man—to have no master save his mood; 

The Earth, whose mine was on its face, unsold 
The glowing sun and produce all its gold; 4 ^ 

The freedom which can call each grot a home ; 

The general garden, where all steps may roam, 
Where Nature owns a nation as her child, 

Exulting in the enjoyment of the wild; ' 

Their shells, their fruits, tlie only wealth they know 
Their unexploring navy, the canoe ; 

Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase ; 
Their strangest sight, an European face 
Such was the country which these strangers yearn’d 
To see again—a sight they dearly earn’d. 5 o 

111 . 

Awake, bold Bligh! the foe is at the gate I 
Awake! awake!—Alas! it is too late! 

Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer 

Stands, and proclaims the reign of rage and fear. 

Thy limbs are bound, the bayonet at thy breast. 

The hands, which trembled at thy voice, arrest; 
Dragg’d o’er the deck, no more at thy command 
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand ; 
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That sava^je spirit, which would lull by wrath 
Its desperate escape from duty’s path, 6o 

Glares round thee, in the scarce-believing eyes 
Of those who fear the Chief they sacrifice ; 

For ne’er can man his conscience all assuage. 
Unless he drain the wine of passion—rage. 


IV. 

In vain, not silenced by the eye of death, 

Thou call’st llie loyal with thy menaced breath :— 
They come not; they arc few, and, overawed, 

Must acquiesce while sterner hearts applaud. 

In vain thou dost demand the cause ; a curse 
Is all the answer, with the threat of worse. 70 
Full in thine eyes is waved the glittering blade, 
Close to thy throat the pointed bayonet laid, 

The leveil’d muskets circle round thy breast 
In hands as steel’d to do the deadly rest. 

TJiou darest them to their worst, exclaiming, ** Fire 
But they who pitied not could yet admire; 

Some lurking remnant of their former awe 
Restrain’d them longer than their broken law ; 

They would not dip their souls at once in blood. 
But left thee to the mercies of the flood. 80 
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V. 

“ Hoist out the boat!” was now the leader’s cry; 
And who dare answer “ No" to Mutiny, 

In the first dawning of the drunken liour, 

The Saturnalia of unlioped-for power? 

The boat is lower’d with all the haste of hate, 
With its slight plank between thee and thy fate ; 
Her only cargo such a scant supply 
As promises the death theij^hands deny ; 

And just enough of water and of bread 
To keep, some days, the dying from the dead : 90 
Some cordage, canvas, sails, and lines, and twine, 
hut treasures all to Hermits of the brine, 

Were added after, to the earnest prayer 
Of those who saw no hope save sea and air; 

And last, that trembling vassal of the Pole, 

The feeling compass, Navigation’s Soul. 

VI. 

And now the self-elected Chief finds lime 
To stun the first sensation of his crime, 

And raise it in his followers—Ho! the bowl I” 
Rest passion should return to reason’s shoal. 100 

4- 
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IVandy for heroes!” Burke could once exclaim— 
No doubt a liquid path to epic fame; 

And such the new-born heroes found it here, 

And drain’d the drauf^ht with an applauding cheer. 
“ Huzza! for Otahcite!” was the cry; 

How strange such shouts from sons of Mutiny ! 

The gentle island, and the genial soil, 

The friendly hearts, the feasts without a toil, 

The courteous manners but from Nature caught, 
Tlie wealthunhoarded,^nd the love unbought; no 
Could these have charms for rudest sea-boys, driven 
Before the mast by every wind of Heaven ? 

And now, even now prepared with others’ woes 
To earn mild Virtue’s vain desire—repose ? 

Alas! such is our nature ! all but aim 
At the same end, by pathways not the same ; 

Our means, our birth, our nation, and our name, 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame. 

Are far more potent o’er our yielding clay 
Than aught we know beyond our little day. 120 
Yet still there whispers the small voice within, 
Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s din: 
Whatever creed be taught or land be trod, 

Man’s conscience is the oracle of God ! 
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VIL 

The launch is crowded with the faithful few 
Who wait their Chief, a melancholy crew: 

But some remain’d reluctant on the deck 
Of that proud vessel—now a moral wreck— 

And view’d their Captain’s fate with piteous eyes; 
While others scoff’d his au(;ur’d miseries, ' i 3 o 
Sneer’d at the prospect of his pigmy sail, 

And the slight bark, so laden and so frail. 

The tender Nautilus who steers his prow, 

The sea-born sailor of his shell canoe, 

The ocean Mab, the fairy of the sea, 

Seems far less fragile, and, alas! more free! 

He, when the lightning-wing’d Tornados sweep 
The surge, is safe—his port is in the deep— 

And triumphs o’er the Armadas of mankind, 139 
Which shake the world, yet crumble in the wind. 

VlII. 

When all was now prepared, the vessel clear 
Which hail’d her master in the mutineer— 

A seaman, less obdurate than his mates, 

Show’d the vain pity which but irritates; 
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Watch'd his late Chieftain with explorinf; eye, 

And told, in signs, repentant sympathy; 

Held the moist shaddock to his parched moulli, 
Which felt exhaustion’s deep and bitter drouth. 
Rut, soon observed, this guardian was withdrawn, 
Nor further Mercy clouds rebellion’s dawn. i 5 o 
Then forward stepp’d tlie bold and froward boy 
His Chief liad cherish’d only to destroy, 

And, pointing to the lielpless prow beneath, 
Exclaim’d, “ Depart at^nce! delay is death !” 

Yet then, even then, his feelings ceased not all; 

In that last moment could a word rccal 
Remorse for the black deed as yet half done, 

And, what he hid from many, show'd to one : 
When Rligli, in stern reproach, demanded where 
Was now his grateful sense of former care?— i6o 
Where all his hopes to see his name aspire 
And blazon Britain's thousand glories higher? 

His feverish lips thus broke their gloomy spell, 

“ *Tis that! ’lis that! I am in Hell! in Hell!” 

• 

No more he said ; but, urging to the bark 
His Chief, commits him to his fragile ark : 

These the sole accents from his tongue that fell, 
Rut volumes lurk’d below his fierce farewell. 
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IX. 

The arctic sun rose broad above tlie wave; 

The breeze now sunk, now whisper’d from his cave 
As on the TKolian harp, liis fitful wings 171 

Now swell’d, now flutter’d o’er his ocean strings. 
With slow, despairing oar, the abandon’d skiff 
Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce-seen cliff, 
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main: 

That boat and ship shall i^ver meet again ! 
hut ’tis not mine to tell their talc of grief, 

TJniir constant peril and their scant relief; 

Their days of danger, and their nights of pain; 
Tlicir manly courage, even when deem’d in vain ; 
The sapping famine, rendering scarce a son i8i 
Known to his mother in the skeleton; 

Tlic ills that lessen’d still their little store. 

And starved even Hunger till he wrung no more; 
The varying frowns and favours of the Deep, 

That now almost enguJphs, then leaves to creep 
With crazy oar and shatter’d strength along 
The tide, that yields reluctant to the strong; 

Th’ incessant fever of that arid thirst 

Which welcomes, as a well, the clouds that burst 
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A])ove their naked bones, and feels delight igi 
In the cold drenching of the stormy night, 

And from the outspread canvas gladly wrings 
A drop to moisten Life’s all-gasping springs; 

Tlie savage foe escaped, to seek again 
More hospitable shelter from the main ; 

TJie ghastly spectres which were doom’d at last 
To tell as true a tale of dangers past, 

As ever the dark annals of the deep 

Disclosed for man to d\;pad or woman weep. 200 


X. 

We leave them to their fate, but not unknown 
Nor unredress’d! Revenge may have her own; 
Roused discipline aloud proclaims their cause, 

And injured navies urge their broken laws. 

Pursue we on his track the mutineer. 

Whom distant vengeance had not taught to fear. 
Wide o’er the wave—away I away ! away ! 

.Once more his eyes shall hail the welcome hay; 
Once more the happy shores without a law 
Receive the outlaws whom they lately saw; 210 
Nature, and Nature’s Goddess—Woman—wooes 
To lands where, save their conscience, none accuse 
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Where all partake the earth without dispute, 

And bread itself is gather’d as a fruit 
Where none contest the fields, the woods, the streams: 
The Goldless Age, where Gold disturbs no dreams, 
Inhabits or inhabited the shore, 

Till Europe taught tliem better than before, 
Bestow’d her customs, and amended theirs, 

But left her vices also to their heirs. 220 

Away with this! behold them as they were, 

Do good with Nature, or with Nature err. 

“ Huzza! for Otaheite I” was the cry, 

As stalely swept the gallant vessel by. 

The breeze springs up; the lately flapping sail 
Extends its arch before the growing gale; 

In swifter ripples stream aside the seas, 

Which her bold bow flings off with dashing ease. 
Thus Argo plough’d the Euxine’s virgin foam; 229 
But those she wafted still look’d back to home— 
These spurn their country with their rebel bark, 
And fly her as the raven fled the ark ; 

And yet they seek to nestle with the dove. 

And lame their fiery spirits down to love. 

* The now celebrated bread-fruit, lo transplant whicli Cap¬ 
tain Cligh’s cj^pcditioii was undertaken. 
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How pleasant were the song^ of Toobonai,'*' 

When summer’s sun went down the coral bay ! 

(]omc, let us to the islet’s softest shade, 

And hear the warbling birds I the damsels said: 

The wood^dove from the forest depth shall coo, 

Like voices of the gods from fiolotoo ; 

We’ll cull the flowers that grow above the dead, 

For these most bloom where rests the warrior’s head; 

And we will sit in twilight’s face, and see 

The sweet moon glancing through the tooa tree, lo 

The Grst three sections are taken from an actual song of 
the Tonga Islanders, of which a prose translation is given in 
Makiner's Account of the Tonga Isl/0^9lk Toobonai is not 
however one of them; but Wtf" ^ Christian 

and the mutineers took refug^ ^^Pand added, but 

have retained as much as is jfial. 
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TJie lofty accents of whose sigliing bough 
Shall sadly please us as we lean below; 

Or climb the steep, and view the surf in vain 
Wrestle with rocky giants o^er the main, 

Which spurn in columns back the baffled spray. 

How beautiful are these! how happy they, 

Wlio, from the toil and tumult of their lives. 

Steal to look down wliere nougiit but Ocean strives! 
Even he loo loves at times the blue lagoon, ig 
And smoothes his ruffled mane beneath the moon. 


II. 

Yes—from the sepulclire wc'll gather flowers. 

Then feast like spirits in their promised bowers, 

Then plunge and revel in the rolling surf. 

Then lay our limbs along the tender turf. 

And, wet and shining from the sportive toil, 

Anoint our bodies with the fragrant oil, 

And plait our garlands gather’d from the grave. 

And wear the wreaths that sprung from out the brave. 
But lo! night conies, the Mooa wooes us back, 

The sound of ii; ‘ is heard along our track; 3 o 
Anon the toj .shall fling its sheen 

In flashing inJ green ; 



CANTO II. 


THE ISLAND. 


9* 


And we too will be there ; we too recal 
The memory bright with many a festival, 

Ere Fiji blew the shell of war, when foes 
For the first time were wafted in canoes. 

Alas! for them the flower of mankind bleeds; 

Alas! for them our fields are rank with weeds: 

4 

Forgotten is the rapture, or unknown, 

Of wandering with the moon and love alonq. 4 ^ 
But be it so:— thej- taught us how to wield 
The club, and rain our arrows o’er the field ; 

Now let them reap the harvest of their art! 

But feast to-night! to-morrow we depart. 

Strike up the dance, the cava bowl fill high, 

Drain every drop!—to-morrow we may die. 

In summer garments be our limbs array’d; 

Around our waists the Tappa’s white display’d; 
Thick wreaths shall form our Coronal, like Spring’s 
And round our necks shall glance the Hooni strings 
So shall their brighter hues contrast the glow 5 i 
Of the dusk bosoms that beat high below. 

III. 

But now the dance is o*^^ 

Ah, pause! nor yet flou is smile. 
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To-morrow for the Mooa we depart, 

But not to-night—to-night is for the heart. 

Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo, 

Yc young enchantresses of gay Licoo! 

How lovely are your forms! how every sense 
Bows to your beauties, soften'd, but intense, 6o 
Like to the flowers on Mataloco's steep, 

Which fling tlieir fragrance far athwart the deep: 
We too will see Licoo; but—oh ! my heart— 
Wliat do I say? to-morrow we depart, 

IV. 

Thus rose a song—the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Europe o'er these climes. 
True, they had vices—such are Nature’s growth— 
But only tlie Barbarian's—we have both: 

The sordor of civilization, mix’d 69 

With all the savage which man’s fall hath fix'd. 
Who hath not seen Dissimulation's reign, 

The prayers of Abel link’d to deeds of Cain ? 

'Who such would see, may from his lattice view 
The Old World degraded than the New,— 
Now new no^ -***'*)iere Columbia rears 

Twin giants, ti to her spheres, 
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Where Chimborazo, oyer air, earth, wave, 
Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave. 


V. 


Such was this ditty of Tradition's days. 

Which to the dead a lin(;ering fame conveys 80 
In song, where Fame as yet hath left no sign 
Beyond the sound, whose charm is half diyine ; 
Which leaves no record to the sceptic eye. 

But yields young History all to harmony ; 

A boy Achilles, with the (ientaur's lyre 
In hand, to teach him to surpass his sire. 

For one long->cherish'd ballad’s simple stave. 

Rung from the rock, or mingled with the wave, 
Or from the bubbling streamlet’s grassy side, 


Or gathering mountain echoes as they glide, c 
Hath greater power o’er each true heart and ear. 
Than all the columns Conquest’s minions rear ; 
Invites, when Hieroglyphics are a theme 
For sages’ labours or the student’s dream; 
Attracts, when History’s volumes are a toil,— 


The first, the freshest bud of jSlnl^mg’s soil. 

Such was this rude r^^ he* rude— 

But such inspired ^ {iote is j^^j^tude, 
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Wlio came and conquer’d; such, wherever rise 
Lands which no foes destroy or civilize, lOo 

Exist: and what can our accomplish'd art 
Of verse do more than reach the awaken'd heart ? 

VI. 

And sweetly now those untaught melodies 
Broke the luxurious silence of the skies. 

The sweet siesta of a summer day, 

The tropic afternoon of Toobonai, 

When every flower bloom, and air was balm, 
And the first breath began to stir the palm. 

The first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave 
All gently to refresh the thirsty cave, i lo 

Where sat the songstress with the stranger boy, 
Who taught her passion’s desolating joy, 

Too powerful over every heart, but most 
O’er those who know not how it may be lost; 

O’er those who, burning in the new-born fire, 

Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre, 

* With such devotion to their ecstasy, 

That life knows^' such rapture as to die: 

f re * 

life has nought 

thought 
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And all our dreams of better life above 121 

But close in one eternal gusli of love. 


VII. 


There sate the gentle savage of the ivild, 

In growth a woman, though in years a child, 

As childhood dates within our colder clime, 

Where nought is ripen’d rapidly save crime; ^ 

The infant of an infant world, as pure 
From Nature—lovely, warm, and premature; 

Dusky like Night, but Nigh# with all her stars, 

Or cavern sparkling with its native spars ; i 3 o 
With eyes that were a language and a spell, 

A form like Aphrodite’s in her shell; 

With all her loves around her on the deep, 
Voluptuous as the first approach of sleep ; 

Yet full of life—for through her tropic cheek 
The blush would make its way, and all but speak; 
The sun-born blood suffused her neck^ and threw 
O’er her clear nut-brown skin a lucid hue, 

Like coral reddening through the darken’d wave, • 


Which draws the diver to tkp cave. i 4 o 

Such was this daughter^/'*' * Seas, 
Herself a billow ia h/ ^ 





CINTO II. 


gb THE ISLAND. 

To boar the bark of others’ happiness, 

Nor feci a sorrow till their joy grew less: 

Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew 
No joy like what it gave ; her hopes ne’er drew 
Aught from experience, that chill touchstone, whose 
Sad proof reduces all things from their hues: 

She fear’d no ill, because she knew it not, 149 
Or what she knew was soon—too soon—forgot: 

Her smiles and tears had pass’d, as light winds pass 
O’er lakes, to ruffle, not destroy, their glass, 

Whose depths unsearth’d, and fountains from the hill, 
Restore their surface, in itself so still. 

Until the earthquake tear the Naiad’s cave, 

Root up the spring and trample on the wave, 

And crush the living waters to a mass, 

The amphibious desart of the dank morass I 
And must tlieir fate be hers ? Th’ eternal change 
But grasps humanity with quicker range; 160 

And they who fall, but fall as worlds will fall, 

To rise, if just, a spirit o’er them all. 

VIII. 

'^»jcyed northern child 

*1 

but scarce less wild; 


And who i 
Of isles m 
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The fair-liair’d offspring of the Hebrides, 

Wliere roars the Pcntland with its whirling seas; 
Rock’d in his cradle by the roaring wind, 

The tempest-born in body and in mind, 

His young eyes opening on the ocean-foam, 

Had from tliat moment deem’d the deep his home 
The giant comrade of his pensive moods, i-ji 
The sharer of his craggy solitudes, 

The only Mentor of his youth, where’er 

His bark was borne ; the spqf t of wave and air ; 

A careless thing, who placed his clioice in chance, 
Nursed by the legends of his land’s romance; 

Eager to hope, but not less firm to bear, 
Acquainted with all feelings save despair. 

Placed in the Arab’s clime, lie would have been 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen, i8o 

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip 
As Islimael, wafted on his desart-ship; * 

Fix’d upon Chili’s shore, a proud Cacique; 

On Hellas’ mountains, a rebellious Greek; 


* The ship of the desarl” is 
came] or dromedary, and they/ip!'’ '' .v r , 
former for his endurance, thf*^*' < AicH '-t he 

/ '/lote 18 



figure for the 
[lor-welJ; the 
ss. 
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liorri in a lent, perhaps a Tamerlane; 

Ured to a llirone, perliajis unfit to reign. 

For the same soul that vends its path to sway, 

If rear'd to surli, can find no fuvtljer prey 
Beyond ilself, and must retrace its way,*** 

Plunging for jdeasiire into pain ; llie same 190 
Spirit wliicJi made a Nero, Rome's worst shame, 

A humbler state and discipline of Jicart 

Had form’d his glorious namesalie's counterpart: f 

Rut grant liis vices, gi'itit them all his own, 

How small their theatre without a throne ! 


“ IjicuIIjis, wlioii fnigaliiy dinim, 

Had ■na.sU'd tiiriiip!> in liis Sabliio farm.”—Poi*r. 

•f* The (Consul Nero, who made llie iine^jiialled maieh which 
deceived llannlhal, and defeated Asdiuhal; thereby aecom- 
[ilibblng an achievement almost unrivalled in military annals. 
The fust intelligence of his reluin, to llannihul, was the sight 
of Asdinhars head thrown into his camp. When Hannibal 
saw this, he exclaimed, with u sigh, that Rome would now 
he the mistress of the woild.” And yet to this victory of 
!Ncro\s it might be owing ibat bis imperial namesake reigned 
at all! Blit ilie infamy of the one has eclipsed the glory of the 
other. When the name of “ Nero” is heard, who think*' of 
the Consul? Rut such aie linman things. 
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IX. 

Tliou sinilesl,— these comparisons seem Jiigh 
To those who scan all tliin^^s with dazzled eye; 
Link’d with the unknown name of one whose doom 
lias nouglit to do with glory or with Rome, 

With Cliili, Hellas, or with Araby, ^oo 

Thou smilest ?—Smile ; Tis better thus than sigh : 
Yet such he might have been ; he 'was a man, 

A soaring spirit ever in the vjn, 

A patriot hero or despotic chief, 

To form a nation’s glory or its grief, 

Born under auspices which make us more 
Or less than we delight to ponder o’er. 

But these are visions; say, what was he iierc ? 

A blooming boy, a truant mutineer, 

The fair-hair’d Torquil, free as Ocean’s spray, 

The husband of the bride of Toobonai. 

X. 

By I^eulia’s side he sate, and watch’d the waters,— 
Neuha, the sun-flower of th^^^^^^H^^ghters, 
Highborn (a birth at wl^^ . he^niles, 

Witliout a scutcheon? 
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Of a lony race, the valiant and the free, 

The naked knip,hts of savage chivalry, 

Whose grassy cairns ascend along the shore, 

And tliine,—I’ve seen,—Achilles! do no more. 

She, when the thunder-bearing strangers came 
In vast canoes, begirt with bolls of flame, 221 
Topp’d with tall trees, which, loftier tlian the palm, 
Seem’d rooted in the deep amidst its calm; 

But, when llie winds awaken’d shot forth wings 
Broad as the cloud the horizon flings, 

And sway’d the waves, like cities of the sea, 

Making the very billows look less free ;— 

She, with her paddling oar and dancing prow, 

Shot tlirough the surf, like rein-deer through the snow 
Swift-gliding o’er the breaker’s wliitcning edge, 

Light as a Nereid in her ocean-sledge, 2,3? 

And gazed and wonder’d at the giant hulk 

Which lieaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk 

The anchor dropji’d, it lay along the deep, 

Like a huge lion in the sun asleep, 

While round it swarm’d the proas’ flitting chain, 

Like summen^^ ^ ’'om around his mane. 
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The white man landed;—need the rest be told ? 

The New World stretch’d its dusk hand to the Old; 
Each was to each a marvel, and the tie 240 

Of wonder warm’d to better sympathy. 

Kind was the welcome of the sun-born sires, 

And kinder still their daugJiters’ gentler fires. 

Their union grew : the children of the storm 
Found beauty link’d with many a dusky form; 

While these in turn admired the paler glow, 

Wliich seem’d so white in climes that knew no snow. 


The chase, the race, the liberty to roam. 

The soil where every cottage show’d a home; 

The sea-spread net, the lightly-launch’d canoe, 
Which stemm’d the studded Archipelago, a 5 i 
O’er whose blue bosom rose the starry isles; 

The healthy slumber, earn’d by sportive toils; 
The palm, the loftiest Dryad of the woods. 
Within whose bosom infant Bacchus broods, 


While eagles scarce build higher than the crest 
Which shadows o'er the vi' ^her breast; 

The cava feast, the y9«^V*" , Aieliel^t, 

Which bears at onc;A ** and fruit; 
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The bread-tree, which, without the ploughshare, yield 
The unreap’d harvest of unfurrow’d fields, 261 
And bakes its unadulterated loaves 
Without a furnace in unpurchased groves, 

And Hiiigs off famine from its fertile breast, 

A priceless market for the gathering guest;— 

These, with the luxuries of seas and woods. 

The airy joys of social solitudes, 

'lamed cacdi rude wanderer to the sympathies 
Of those who were mgre happy if less wise, 

Did more than Europe’s discipline had done, 270 
And civilized civilization’s son! 

XII. 

Of these, and there was many a willing pair, 

Nculia and Torquil were not the least fair: 
both children of the isles, though distant far ; 

Poth born beneath a sea-presiding star ; 

Both nourish’d amidst Nature’s native scenes, 

Loved to the last whatever intervenes 
Between us and our childhood’s sympathy, 

Which still rj^^arm’d tvhat first caught the eye. 

He who firjl^ * - ^‘'d's sw'clling blue, 2B0 

Will love s a kindred hue, 
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Hail ia each crag a friend’s familiar face, 

And clasp the mountain in his intnd’s embrace. 

Long have I roam’d through lands wiiich are not mine 
Adored the Alp and loved the Aperiiiine, 

Revered Parnassus, and beheld the sleep 
Jove’s Ida and Olympus crown the deep: 

Put ’twas not all long ages’ lore, nor all 
Their nature held me in their thrilling thrall; 

The infant rapture still survived the boy, 990 
And Loch-na-gar with Ida look’d o’er Troy,^ 

Mix’d Celtic memories wirti the Phrygian mount, 

And Highland linns with Castalie’s clear fount. 

Forgive me, Homer’s universal shade ! 

Forgive me, Phoebus! that my fancy stray’d ; 

The Nortli and Nature taught me to adore 
Your scenes sublime from tliose beloved before. 


When very young, about eight years of age, after an at¬ 
tack of the seal let fever at Aberdeen, 1 was removed by medi¬ 
cal advice into the Highlands. Here 1 passed occasional!} 
some aammers, and fruin this peiiod 1 date my love of moun¬ 
tainous countries. 1 can never forget the eil'eci a few years 
afterwards in England, of the only thing I had long seen, even 
in miniature, of a mountain, in the M^'crn Hills. After 1 re¬ 
turned to Chcltcnhain, 1 used every afternoon 

at sunset, with a sensatip^jf- v. f ^ 

was boyish enough { “FC ft.A uft years of 

age, and it was in the ; j^Aote is 
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The love which niakclli all things fond and fair. 
The vouth which makes one rainbow of the air. 
The dangers past, that make even man enjoy 3 oo 
The pause in which he ceases to destroy. 

The mutual beauty, whicli the sternest feel 
Strike to their hearts like lightning to the steel. 
United the half savage and the whole, 

The maid and boy, in one absorbing soul. 

No more the thunderifig memory of the light 
Wrapp’d bis wean’d bosom in its dark delight; 

No more the irksome restlessness of Kest 
Disturb’d him like the eagle in her nest. 

Whose whetted beak and far-pervading eye 3 io 
Darts for a victim over all the sky ; 

His heart was tamed to that volu]>tuous state, 

At once Elysian and effeminate, 

Whicli leaves no laurels o’er the hero’s urn i— 
These wither when for aught save blood they burn 
Yet, when their ashes in their nook are laid. 

Doth not the my^’^ff^Icave as sweet a shade ? 

JS ' 

Had Caesar kj^ *.*’'hn»jatra’s kiss, 

Rome had m ^ \ had not been his. 
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And what have Caesar’s deeds and Caesar’s fame 
Done for the earth ? We feel them in our shame : 
The gory sanction of his glory stains 322 

The rust whicli tyrants cherish on our chains. 
Though Glory, INaturc, Reason, Freedom, bid 
Roused millions do what single Brutus did,— 

Sweep tliesc mere mock-birds of the despot’s song 
From the tall bough where tliey have perch’d'so long,- 
Still are we liawk’d at by such mousing owls, 

And take for falcons tiiose ignoble fowls, 

When but a word of freedAn would dispel 33 o 
These bugbears, as their terrors show too well. 


XIV. 

Rapt in the fo.nd forgetfulness of life, 

Neuha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife. 

With no distracting world to call her off 
From love; with no society to scoff 
At the new transient flame ; no babbling crowd 
Of coxcombry in admiration loud. 

Or with adulterous whisper to alloy 
Her duty, and her glory, and » 

Witli faith and feeliuf-i;- 
She stood as stand^' .joie i. 
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Changing' its hues with bright variety, 
l)Ut still expanding lovelier o'er the sky, 
Howe'er its arch may swell, its colours move, 
The cloud-compelling harbinger of Love. 


XV. 

Here, in tiiis grotto of the wave-worn shore. 

They pass'd the Tropic's red meridian o’er; 
iSTor long the hours—they never paused o’er time, 
Unbroken by the clock's funereal chime. 

Which deals the daily pittance of our span, 35 o 
And points and mocks with iron laugh at man. 
What deem'd they of the future or the past ? 

The present, like a tyrant, held lliem fast: 

Their hour-glass was the sea-sand, and the tide, 
Like her smooth billow, saw their moments glide ; 
Their clock the sun, in Jiis unbounded lower ; 
They reckon'd not, whose day was but an hour ; 
The nightingale, tlieir only vesper-bell. 

Sung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell; * 

* The now welljc wux n story of the loves of the uigliiingalc 
and rose need , ^han alluded to, being sufficiently 

familiar to reader. 
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The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep, 
As in the North he mellows o’er the deep, 36 1 

But fiery, full, and fierce, as if he left 
The world for ever, earth of light bereft, 

Plunged with red forehead down along the wave, 
As dives a hero headlong to his grave. 

Then rose they, looking first along the skies,. 

And then for light into each other’s eyes, 
Wondering that sununer sliowM so brief a sun. 
And asking if indeed the day w’cre done ? 

XVI. 


And let not this seem strange; the devotee 3^0 
Lives not in earth, but in his ecstasy; 

Around him days and worlds are heedless driven, 
His soul is gone before his dust to Heaven. 

Is love less potent ? No—his path is trod. 

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ; 

Or link’d to all we know of Heaven below, 

The other better self, whose joy or woe 
Is more than ours; the all-absorbing flame 


Which, kindled by another>.^<}yi;pws the same, 3^9 

Wrapt in one blaze; tl " - f ^ .^vfuneral pile, 

^ Aieh.theftv ^ 

Where gentle hca? is .u’ smile. 
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How often we forget all time, when lone, 
Admiring Nature’s universal throne. 

Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense 
Reply of hers to our intelligence ! 

Live not the stars and mountains? Are the waves 
Without a spirit ? Are the dropping caves 
Without a feeling in their silent tears? 

No, no ;—they woo and clasp us to their spheres, 
Dissolve this clog and clod of clay before 3 yo 
Its hour, and merge our soul in tlic great shore. 
Strip off this fond and false identity!— 

Who thinks of self, when gazing on the sky ? 

And who, though gazing lower, ever thought. 

In the young moments ere the heart is taught 
Time’s lesson, of man’s baseness or his own ? 

All Nature is his realm, and Love his ihrone. 


XVII. 

Neuha arose, and Torquil: twilight’s hour 
Game sad and softly to their rocky bower, 

Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spars, 4 ®® 
Echo’d their di mJjff ht to the mustering stars. 

■ Nature’s calm, 

beneath the palm ; 


Slowly the piy 
Sought out 
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Now smiling and now silent, as tlie scene ; 
Lovely as Love—the spirit! when serene. 

The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell 
Than breathes his mimic murinurer in the shell, 
As, far divided from his parent deep, 

The sea-born infant cries and will not sleep, 
Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave 
For the broad bosom of his nursing wave : v 
The woods droop’d darkly, as inclined to rest, 

TJ ic Tropic bird wheel’d rock-ward to his nest. 
And the blue sky spread rdlind them like a lake 
Of peace, where Piety her thirst might slake. 


XVIII. 

But through the palm and plantain, hark, a voice ! 
Not such as would have been a lover’s choice. 


* If the reader will apply to his car the sca-shsll on his 
chimney-piece, he will be aware of what is alluded to. If the 
text should appear obscure, he will find in Gebir'’ the same 
idea better expressed in two lines.—The poem 1 never read, 
but have hcatd the lines quoted by a more recondite reader— 
who seems to be of a diiTercnt opinion from the Editor of the 
Quarterly Review, who qualitlcd it, in his answer to the Cri¬ 
tical Reviewer of his Juvenal, as trash of the worst and most 
insane description. It is to Mr. author of Gebir, 

so qualiQed, .and of some Latin C * with Martial 

or Catullus in obscenity * me fi A Southey 

addresses his declamatir-' /iole is .i.. 
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Ill such an hour, Id break the air so still! 

No dying night-breeze, harping o’er the hill, 
Striking the strings of Nature, rock and tree, l\2,o 
Tliose best and earliest lyres of harmony. 

With echo for their chorus ; nor the alarm 
Of tlie loud war-whoop to dispel the charm ; 

Nor the solilo(piy of llie hermit owl, 

Exhaling all his solitary soul, 

The dim though large-eyed winged ancliorite, 

Who peals his dreary paean o’er the night;— 

Hut a loud, long, and naval whistle, shrill 
As ever startled through a sea-bird’s bill; 

And then a pause, and then a hoarse Ilillo! 43 o 
Torquil! my boy! what cheer? Ho, brother, ho!’’ 
“ Who hails?” cried Torquil, following with his ey< 
The sound. “ Here’s one,” was all the brief reply. 


XIX. 

But here the herald of the self-same mouth 
Game breathing o’er the aromatic south, 
Not like a bed of violets” on the gale. 
But such as wa£(#cV* cloud o’er grog or ale. 


Borne froni^^ 
Its gentle 


* which yet had blown 

one, 



CANTO II. 


THE ISLAVO. 


1 1 C 


And pufF’d where’er winds rise or waters roll, 44 ® 
Had wafted smoke from Portsmouth to the Pole, 
Opposed its vapour as the lightning flash'd, 

And reck'd, 'midst mountain-billows unabash'd, 
'Po /Eolus a constant sacrifice, 

Through every change of all the varying skies. 

And what was he who bore it ?—I may err, 

I)Ut deem him sailor or philosopher.**^ 

Sublime tobacco ! which from cast to west 
(dieers the Tar's labour or the Turkman’s rest; 
Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides 4 
llis hours, and rivals opium and his brides ; 
Magnificent in Stainboul, but less grand. 

Though not less loved, in Wapping or the Strand ; 
Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe, 

When tipp’d with amber, mellow, rich, and ripe ; 
Like other charmers, wooing the caress 
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress ; 

Yet thy true lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties—Give me a cigar! 

* tiobbes, die lather of Locke's and other philosophy, was 
an inveterate smoker,—>cven to pL * TOiid compulation. 

/lie'll d he^ 

,^4ote is .4 
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'I'hrough the approaching darkness of the wood 
A human figure broke the solitude, 4 ^i 

Fantastically, it may be, array*d, 

A seaman in a savage masquerade ; 

Such as appears to rise out from the deep, 

When o'er the Line the merry vessels sweep, 

And the rough Saturnalia of the Tar 
Flock o'er the deck, in Neptune’s borrow'd car ; * 
And, pleased, the God 8f Ocean sees iiis name 
Revive once more, tliough but in mimic game 
Of his true sons, who riot in a breeze 47 ® 

Undreamt of in his native Cyclades. 

Still the old god delights, from out the main, 

To snatch some glimpses of his ancient reign. 

Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim, 
llis constant pipe, which never yet burn’d dim, 
His foremast air, and somewhat rolling gait, 

Like his dear vessel, spoke his former state; 

* This rough but jovial ceremony, used in crossing the Line, 
has been so often aiu|pi^»»j^vell described, that it need not be 
more than alluded^^ ' ‘ 
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i^ut then a sort of kerchief round his head, 

Not over tightly bound, nor nicely spread; 

And ’stead of trowsers (ah ! too early torn ! 4 ^^ 

For even the mildest woods will have their thorn) 
A curious sort of somewhat scanty mat 
Now served for inexpressibles and hat; 
llis naked feet and neck, and sunburnt face, 

I. 

Perchance might suit alike with either race. 

His arms were all his own, our Europe’s growth, 
Which two worlds bless for civilizing both ; 

The musket swung behind his shoulders, broad 
And somewhat stoop’d by his marine abode. 

But brawny as the boar’s; and hung beneath^ 

His cutlass droop’d, unconscious of a sheath, 

Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were * 

Link’d to his belt, a matrimonial pair— 

(Let not this metaphor appear a scoff, 

Though one miss’d fire, the other would go off); 
These, with a bayonet, not so free from rust 
As when the arm-chest held its brighter trust, 
Completed his accoutrements, as Night 
Survey’d him in his garb heter'^clite. 
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“ What cheer, Ben Bunting ?” cried (when in full view 
Our new acquaintance; Torquil; “ Aught of new ?’* 

“ Ey, cy,’^ quoth Ben, “ not new, but news enow; 

A strange sail in the offing.”—“ Sail! and how? 

Wliat! could YOU make her out? It cannot be : 

Tve seen no rag of canvas on the sea.” 

“ Belike,” said Ben, “ you might not from the bay, 

But from the blulF-licad, where I watch’d to-day, 

I saw her in the doldrums ; for the wind 
Was light and baffling.”—** When the sun declined 
Where lay she? had she anchor’d?”—“ No, but still 
She bore down on us, till tlie wind grew still.” 5 i i 
“ Her flag ? ”—“ I had no glass ; but fore and aft, 
Egad, she seem’d a wicked-looking craft.” 

“ Arm'd?”—“ I expect so ;—sent on the look-out;— 
'Tis time, belike, to put our helm about.” 

About?—Whale’er may have us now in chase. 

We’ll make no running fight, for that were base; 

We will die at our quarters, like true men.” 

“ Ey, cy ; for lliat^'tis all the same to Ben.” 
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“ Does Christian know this?”—“Ay; he has piped 
all hands 5?.o 

'I’o quarters. They are furbishinj; the stands 
Of arms; and we have got some guns to bear, 

And scaled them. You are wanted.”—“ That’s but fair; 
And if it were not, mine is not the soul 
To leave my comrades helpless on the shoal. 

A 

My Ncuha ! ah ! and must my fate pursue 

r^ot me alone, but one so sweet and true ? 

hut whatsoe’er betide, ah, Ncuha I now 

Uiiiiian me not; the Jiour will not allow 

A tear ; I am thine, whatever intervenes ! ” 53o 

“ Right,” quoth Ben, “ that will do for the marines.”^ 

* ** That will do fur the Marines, but the sailors won’t be¬ 
lieve it,” is an old saying, and one of the few fragments of 
former jealousies which still survive (in jest only) between 
these gallant services. 
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The figlit was o’er; tlie flasliing through the gloom, 

Which robes the cannon as he wings a tomb, 

Had ceased ; and sulphury vapours upward driven 

Had left the earth, and but polluted Heaven : 

The rattling roar which rung in every volley 

Had left the echoes to their melancholy ; 

No more they shriek’d their horror, boom for boom ; 

The strife was done, the vanquish’d had their doom ; 

The mutineers were crush’d, dispersed, or ta’en. 

Or lived to deem the happiest were the slain. lo 

Few, few escaped, and these were hunted o’er 

The isle they loved beyond their native shore. 

No further home was their’s, earth, 

die V-' , 

Once renegades to that wjlote ; 
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Track’d like wild beasts, like ihein tlic) sought the wild, 
As lu a moilier’s bosom flies the child ; 

But vainly wolves and lions seek their dcu, 

And still more vainly, men escape from men. 

11 . 

Beneatli a rock whose jutting base protrudes 
I'ar over ocean in bis fiercest moods, ?.o 

WJien scaling bis enormous crag, tbe wave 
Is huiTd down beadlong like the foremost brave, 

And falls back on tbe foaming crowd behind. 

Winch fight benealh the banners of the wind, 

But now at rest, a little remnant drew 
Together, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few ; 

But still their weapons in their bands, and still 
With sometliing of the pride of former wdll, 

As men not all unused to meditate. 

And strive much more than wonder at their fate. 

Their present lot was what they had foreseen, 3i 
And dared as what was likely to have been ; 

Aet still the lingering hope, which deem’d their lot 
Not pardon’d, but unsought for or forgot. 

Or trusted llia^ll^' their distant caves 

Might still 1st the world of waves, 
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Had wean’d their thoughts in part from what tliey saw 
And felt—the A’cngcance of their country’s law. 

Their sea-grccn isle, tJicir guilt-won paradise, 

No more could shield tlieir virtue or their vice : /\o 
Their better feelings, if such were, were thrown 
Back on llicmsclvcs,—their sins remain’d alone. 
Proscribed even in their second country, they 
Were lost; in vain the world before them lay ; 

All outlets seem’d secured. Their new allies 
Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice; 

But what avail’d the club and spear and arm 
Of Hercules, against the sulphury charm. 

The magic of the thunder, which destroy’d 
The warrior ere his strength could be employ’d ? 

Dug, like a spreading pestilence, the grave 5i 

No less of human bravery than the brave! * 

Their own scant numbers acted all tlie few 
Against the many oft will dare and do ; 

But though the choice seems native to die free, 

Even Greece can boast but one Thermopylae, 

* Archidamns, King of Sparla, and son of Agcsiiaiis, when 
he saw a machine invented for the casting of stones and darts, 
exclaimed ihatit was the Grave of Valoi - \\ The same story 
has been told of some knights on the fi d he^ication of Gun¬ 
powder j but the original anecdote is .k. 
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Till / 70 W, when she has forged her broken chain 
I>acl( to a sword, and dies and lives again! 

III. 

Beside the jutting rock the few appear’d, 

Like the last remnant of the red-decr’s herd; 6o 
Their eyes were feverish, and their aspect worn, 

But still the huntS’’s blood was on their horn. 

A little stream came tumbling from the height, 

And straggling into ocean as it might, 

Its bounding crystal frSlick’d in the ray, 

.And gush’d from cleft to crag with sallless spray; 

Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure 
And fresh as innocence, and more secure, 

Its silver torrent glitter’d o’er the deep, 

As the shy chamois* eye o’erlooks the steep, yo 
While far below the vast and sullen swell 
Of ocean’s Alpine azure rose and fell. 

To this young spring they rush’d,—all feelings first 
Absorb’d in Passion’s and in Nature’s thirst,— 

Drank as they do who drink their last, and threw 
Their arms aside to revel in its dew ; 

Cool’d their sem^’d throats, and wash’d the gory stains 
From womid^lBse only bandage might be chains; 
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Then, when iheir drought was quencii’d, look’d 
' sadly round, 

As wondering how so many still were found 8 o 
Alive and fetterless:—but silent all. 

Each sought his fellow’s eyes as if to call 
On him for language, wliich his lips denied, 

4s though their voices with their cause had died. 

IV. 

Stern, and aloof a little from ^le rest, 

Stood Christian, with his anus across his chest. 

The ruddy, reckless, dauntless line, once spread 
Along his cheek, was livid now as lead ; 

. IIis light-brown locks, so graceful in tlicir flow, 
Now rose like startled vipers o’er his brow. 90 
Still as a statue, with his lips compress’d 
To stifle even tlie breath within his breast, 

Fast by the rock, all menacing but mute, 
lie stood; and, save a slight beat of his foot, 
Which deepen’d now and then the sandy dint 
Beneath his heel, his form seem’d turn’d to flint. 
Some paces further Torquil Ican’d his head 
Against a bank, and spoke not, but he bled,— 


VOL, xin. 
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Not mortally—liis worst wound was within; 

His brow was pale, his blue eyes sunken in, lOo 
And blood-drops sprinkled o’er his yellow hair 
Sliow’d that bis faintness came not from despair, 

But Nature’s ebb. Beside him was another. 

Rough as a bear, but willing as a brother,— 

Ben Bunting, who essay’d to wash, and wipe, 

And bind his wound—then calmly lit his pipe— 

A trophy wliich survived an hundred fights, 

A beacon which had cheer’d ten thousand nights. 

The fourth and last of this deserted group 
Walk’d up and down—at times would stand, then stoop 
To pick a pebble ujj—then let it drop— 111 
Then hurry as in haste—then quickly stop— 

Then cast his eyes on his companions—then 
Half whistle half a tune, and pause again— 

And then Iiis former movements would redouble, 

With something between carelessness and trouble. 

This is a long description, but applies 
To scarce five minutes past before the eyes; 

But yet what minutes! Moments like to these 
Rend men’s lives into immortalities. 120 
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V. 

At len^jtli Jack Skyscrape, a mercurial man, 

Who flutter'd over all things like a fan, 

More brave than firm, and more disposed to dare 
And die at once than wrestle with despair, 
Exclaim’d G—d damn ! ” Those syllables intense 
Nucleus of England’s native eloquence, 

As the Turk’s “ Allah !” or the Roman’s more 
Pagan “ Proh Jupiter!” was«(vont of yore 
To give their first impressions such a vent, 

By way of echo to embarrassment. i 3 o 

Jack was embarrass’d,—never hero more, 

And as he knew not what to say, he swore: 

Nor swore in vain; the long congenial sound 
Revived Eeii Bunting from his pipe profound; 

He drew it from his mouth, and look’d full wise. 
But merely added to the oath, his eyes ; 

Thus rendering the imperfect phrase complete— 

A peroration I need not repeat. 


VL 



But Christian, of an higher order, stood 
Like an extinct volcano in his moc 



THE ISLAND. 


CANTO HI. 


I 24 

Silent, and sad, and savage,—with the trace 
Of passion reeking from his clouded face ; 

Till lifting up again his sombre eye. 

It glanced on Tor<[uil who lean’d faintly by. 

“ And is it thus?” he cried, “ unhappy boy ! 

And thee too, Lhce —my madness must destroy.” 

He said, and strode to where young Torquil stood, 
Yet dabbled with his lately flowing blood ; 

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press, 

And shrunk as fearfui of his own caress; i 5 o 
Enquired into his state; and when he heard 
The wound was slighter than he deem’d or fear’d, 

A moment’s brightness pass’d along his brow, 

As much as such a nioineut would allow. 

“ Yes,” he exclaim’d, “ we are taken in the toil, 
but not a coward or a common spoil; 

Dearly they have bought us—dearly still may buy,- 
And I must fall; but have you strength to fly ? 

’Twould be some comfort still, could you survive ; 
Our dwindled band is now too few to strive. 160 
Oh! for a sole canoe! though but a shell, 

To bear you hence to wdiere a hope may dwell! 

For me, my lot is what I sought; to be, 

In life •, the fearless and the free.” 
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VII. 

Even as he spoke, around the promontory, 

WMiicIi nodded o’er the billows hi{»h and hoary, 

A dark speck dotted ocean: on it flew 
Like to the sliadov/ of a roused sea mew ; 

Onward it came—and, lo! a second follow’d— 

Now’ seen—now hid—wdiere ocean’s vale was hollow’d 
And near, and nearer, till their dusky crew 
Presented well-known asjiects to the view, cj'a 
T ill on the surf their sk iminiffg paddles play, 

Buoyant as winj^s, and flitting; throupji the spray ;— 
Now perching on the wave’s high curl, and now 
Dash’d downward in the thundering foam below. 
Which flings it broad and boiling, sheet on sheet, 

And slings its high flakes, shiver’d into sleet: 

But floating still through surf and swell, drew nigh 
The barks, like small birds through a lowering sky. 
Their art seem’d nature—such the skill to sw'eep 
The wave, of these born playmates of the deep. 182 

VIII. 

And who the first that, springing on the strand, 
heap’d like a Nereid from her shell to knd, 
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With (lark but brilliant skin, and dewy eye 
Shining with love, and hope, and constancy? 
Neuha,—the fond, the faithful, the adored. 

Her heart on Torquirs like a torrent pour’d; 

And smiled, and wept, and near, and nearer clasp’ 
As if to be assured ’twas him she grasp’d ; igo 
Shudder’d to see his yet warm wound, and then, 

To find it trivial, smiled and wept again. 

She was a warrior’s daughter, and could bear 
Such sights, and feel, and mourn, but not despair. 
Her lover lived,—nor foes nor fears could blight 
That full-blown moment in its all delight: 

.Toy trickled in her tears, joy fill’d the sob 
TJiat rock’d her heart till almost heard to throb; 
And paradise was breathing in the sigli 
Of Nature’s child in Nature’s ecstasy. 20a 

IX. 

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting 
Were not unmoved; who are, when hearts are greeti 
Even Christian gazed upon the maid and boy 
With tearless eye, but yet a gloomy joy 
Mix’d with those bitter thoughts the soul arrays 
In hopeless^jsions of our better days, 
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When all's gone—to the rainbow's latest ray. 

‘‘ And blit for me!” he said, and turn'd away; 

Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again; 210 

And then relapsed into his sullen guise. 

As heedless of his further destinies. 

X. 

I. 

But brief their time for good or evil thought; 

The billows round the promontory brought 
The plash of hostile oars—Afes! who made 
That sound a dread ? All round them seem'd array'd 
Against them, save the bride of Toobonai: 

She, as she caught the first glimpse o’er the bay 
Of the arm’d boats which hurried to complete 
The remnant’s ruin with their flying feet, 220 
Beckon’d the natives round her to their prows. 
Embark’d their guests, and launch’d their light canues 
In one placed Christian and his comrades twain ; 

But she and Torquil must not part again. * 

She fix'd him in her own—Away I away! 

They clear the breakers, dart along the bay. 

And towards a group of islets, such as bear 
The sea-bird’s nest and seal’s surf-bollowM lair, 
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They skim I lie blue tops of the billows ; fast 
I'liey flew, and fast their fierce pursuers chased. 
They jjain upon thcnri—now they lose aj^aiii,— 
A{^{ain make way and menace o’er the main ; 

And now the two canoes in cha.se divide, 

And follow dilTcrent cour.scs o’er the tide, 

To bafllo the pursuit—Away! away ! 

As life is on each paddle’s fli(;ht lo-tlay. 

And more than life or lives to Neuha: Love 
Freijjhts the frail bark and urges to the cove— 
And now the refuge aifd the foe are nigh— 

Yet, yet a moment!—Fly, thou light Ark, fly ! 9 [\o 
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Will I K ;t,s a white sail on a dusky sea, 

Will'll half the horizon’s clouded and half free, 
Fluttering between the dun wave and the sky, 

Is hojic’s last gleam in man’s extremity. 

Her anchor parts; but still her snowy sail 
Attracts our eye amidst the rudest gale: 

Though every wave she climbs divides us more, 
The heart still follows from the loneliest shore. 

11 . 

Not distant from the isle of Toobonai, 

A black rock rears its bosom o’er tlie spray, i o 
The haunt of birds, a desart to mankind, 

Where the rough seal reposes from^M:^, wind, 
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Anti biceps unwieldy in his cavern dun, 

Or gambols willi huge frolic in the sun: 

There shrilly to the passing oar is heard 
The startled echo of the ocean bird, 

Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood. 
The feather'd fishers of the solitude. 

V. narrow segment of the yellow sand 
On one side forms the outline of a strand ] 

Here the young turtle, crawling from his shell, 
Steals to the deep wherein his parents dwell ^ 
(Uiipp’d by the beam, a nursling of the day, 
but hatcliM for ocean by the fostering ray ; 

The rest was one bleak precipice, as e’er 
Gave mariners a shelter and despair, 

A spot to make the saved regret the deck 
Which late went down, and envy the lost wreck. 
Such was the stern asylum Ifeuha chose 
To shield her lover from his following foes ; 3 o 
But all its secret was not told; she knew 
In this a treasure hidden from the view. 


m. 

Ere the canoes divided, near the spot. 

The men tl^||jpaiinM what held her Tor([uil's lot, 
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By her command removed, to strengthen more 
The skiff which wafted Christian from the shore. 

This he would have opposed ; but with a smile 
She pointed calmly to the craggy isle, 

And bade him “ speed and prosper.” She would take 
The rest upon herself for TorquiVs sake. i\o 

They parted with this added aid ; afar 
The proa darted like a shooting star, 

And gain'd on the pursuers, who now steer’d 
Riglit on the rock which she and Torquil near’d. 

They pull’d; lier arm, thougli delicate, was free 
And firm as ever grappled with the sea, 

And yielded scarce to Torquil’s manlier strength. 

The prow now almost lay within its length 
Of the crag’s steep, inexorable face, 

With nought but soundless waters for its base; 5 o 
Within an hundred boats* length was the foe, 

And now what refuge but their frail canoe ? 

This Torquil ask’d with half upbraiding eye, 

Which said—“ Has Neuha brought me iiere to die ? 

Is this a place of safety, or a grave, 

And yon huge rock the tombstone of tlie wave ?” 
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IV. 

'I'licy rested otl their paddles, and upiuse 
Nculia, and, pointing to the approaching foes, 
(Irictl, “ Torquil, follow me, and fearless follow!” 
rhen plunged at once into the ocean’s hollow, (io 
I'liere was no lime to pause—the foes “were near— 
(!Jjains in Jiis eye and incnace in his car ; 

With vigour they pull'd on, and as they came, 
Hail’d him to yield, and by his forfeit name. 

<lk 

Headlong he Icap’d—to him the swinimer’s skill 
Was native, and now all his liope from ill; 
but how or where ? He dived, and rose no more ; 
The boat’s crew look’d amazed o’er sea and shore. 
There was no landing on that precipice, 

Steep, harsh, and slippery as a berg of ice. 70 
They watch’d awhile to see him float again, 
but not a trace rebubbled from the main : 

The wave roll’d on, no ripple on its face, 

Since their first plunge, recall’d a single trace; 

The little whirl which eddied, and slight foam. 
That whiten’d o’er what seem’d their latest home, 
White as a sepulchre above the pair. 

Who left no marble (mournful as an heir). 
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The quiet pi’o.i, wavcriiifj o’er the tide, 

Was all that told of Torquil and his bride; 8o 
And but for this alone the whole might seem 
Tlic vanish’d phantom of a seaman’s dream, 
riicy paused and search’d in vain, then pull’d 
away, 

Kven superstition now forbade their stay. 

Some said he had not plunged into the wave. 

Hut vanish'd like a corpse-light from a grave ; 
tltliers, that something supernatural 
(ilarcd in his figure, more than mortal tall ; 

While all agreed, that in his cheek and eye 
There was the dead hue of eternity. 

Still as their oars receded from the crag, 

Kound every weed a moment would they lag, 

fi)xpectant of some token of their prey; 

but no—he had melted from them like the spray. 

V. 

And where was he, the Pilgrim of the Deep, 
Following the Nereid ? Had they ceased to weep 
For ever? or, received in coral caves, 

Wrung life and pity from the softening waves ? 
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Did they with Ocean’s hidden sovereigns dwell, 
And sound with Mermen the fantastic shell ? loc 
Did Neuha with the Mermaids comb her hair 
Flowing o’er ocean as it stream’d in air? 

Or had they perish’d, and in silence slept 
Ticiicatli the gulpli wherein they boldly leap’d ? 

VI. 

Young Neuha plunged into the deep, and he 
Follow’d ; her track beneath her native sea 

f 

Was as a native’s of the element, 

So smoothly^ bravely, brilliantly she went, 

Leaving a streak of light behind her heel, 

Which struck and flash’d like an amphibious steel. 
Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace 111 

The depths where divers hold the pearl in chase, 
Torquil, the nursling of the northern seas, 

Pursued her liquid steps with art and ease. 

^ Deep-deeper for an instant Neuha led 
Tlic way—then upward soar’d—and, as she spread 
Her arms, and flung the foam from off her locks. 
Laugh’d, and the sound was answer’d by the rocks. 
They had gain’d a central realm of earth again, 

Rut look’d for tree, and field, and sky, in vain. 
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Around, she pointed to a spacious cave, 

Wliosc only portal was tlie keyless wave ^ 

(A hollow archway by the sun unseen, 

Save through the billows’ glassy veil of green, 

In some transparent ocean holiday, 

When all the finny people are at play), 

Wiped witli her hair the brine from Torquil’s eyes 
And clapp’d her hands with joy at his surprise; 
Led liim to where the rock appear’d to jut 
And form a something like a Triton’s hut; 1 3 o 

For all was darkness for a space, till day 
Through clefts above let in a sober’d ray; 

As in some old cathedral’s glimmering aisle 
The dusty monuments from light recoil, 

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine 

The vault drew half her shadow from the scene. 


VII. 

Forth from her bosom the young savage drew 
A pine torch, strongly girded with gnatoo j 

* Of this cave (which is no fiction) the original will be 
found in the 9th chapter of Marinfr's Account of the Tonga 
Islands. I have taken the poetical liberty to transplant it to 
Toobonai, the last island where any distinct account is left of 
Christian and his comrades. 
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A plaiiitain leaf o’er all, the more to keep 
Its latent sparkle from the sapping deep. i 4 o 

This mantle kept it dry; then from a nook 
Of the same plaintain leaf, a flint she took, 

A few shrunk wither’d twigs, and from the blade 
Of 'Porquirs knife struck fire, and thus array’d 
'Phe grot with torchlight. Wide it was and high. 
And show’d a self-born Gothic canopy ; 

The arch uprear'd by Nature’s architect, 

The architrave some earthquake might erect; 

I'hc buttress from some mountain’s bosom hurl’d, 
When the Poles crash’d and Water was Uie World; 
Or harden’d from some earth-absorbing fire i 5 i 
While yet the globe reek’d from its funeral pyre; 
The fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave,'*' 

Were there, all scoop’d by Darkness from her Cave. 


* This may seem too minute for the general outline (in Mari- 
nlr's Account) from which it is taken. But few men have 
travelled without seeing something of the kind—on land, that 
is. Without adverting to Ellora, in Mongo Parr’s last jour¬ 
nal (if my memory do not err, for there arc eight years since 
1 read the hook) he mentions having met with a rock or moun¬ 
tain so exactly resembling a Gothic cathedral, that only mi¬ 
nute inspection could convince him that it was a work of 
nature. 
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rhere, witli a little tinge of Phantasy, 

I'antastic faces mojjcd and mow’d on high, 

Vnd then a mitre or a slirine would fix 
The eye upon its seeming crucifix. 

'fhus Nature play’d with the Stalactites, 

And Imilt herself a chapel of the Seas. iHo 

VIII. 

V 

And Ncuha took her Torquil by the hand, 

\nd waved along the vault her kindled brand, 
And led him into each recess* and sliow’d 
The secret places of their new abode. 

Nor these alone, for all had been prepared 
Ilefore, to sootlie the lover’s lot she shared; 

The mat for rest; for dress the fresh gnatoo, 

And sandal-oil to fence against the dew ; 

For food the cocoa-nut, the yam, the bread 169 
horn of the fruit; for board the plantain spread 
With its broad leaf, or turtle shell which bore 
A banquet in the flesh it cover’d o’er; 

The gourd with water recent from the rill, 

The ripe banana from the mellow hill; 

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light, 

And she herself, as beautiful as Night, 
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To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the scene, 

And make their subterranean world serene. 

She had foreseen, since first tlie stranger’s sail 
Drew to their isle, that force or flight might fail, 
And form’d a refuge of the rocky den i8i 

For Torquil’s safety from his countrymen. 

Each dawn had wafted there her light canoe, 
Laden with all the golden fruits that grew ; 

Each eve had seen her gliding through the hour 
With all could cheer or deck their sparry bower; 
And now slie spread liA: little store with smiles, 
The happiest daughter of the loving isles. 


IX. 

She, as he gazed with grateful wonder, press’d 
Her shelter’d love to her impassion’d breast; 190 
And, suited to her soft caresses, told 
An eldcn tale of Love,—for Love is old, 

Old as Eternity, but not outworn 

With each new being born or to be born: * 

* The reader will recollect the epigram of the Greek An¬ 
thology, or its translation into most of the modern languages:_ 

Whoc‘’er thou art, thy master see, 

He was, or is, or is to be.*’ 
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How a young Chief, a tliousand moons ago, 

Diving for turtle in the dcptlis below, 

Had risen, in tracking fast his ocean prey, 

Into the cave which round and o’er them lay; 

How, in some desperate feud of after time, 

He shelter’d there a daughter of the clime, 200 
A foe beloved, and offspring of a foe. 

Saved by his tribe but for a captive’s woe ; 

How, when the storm of war was still’d, he led 
His island clan to where the waters spread 
Their deep green shadow o’er the rocky door, 

Then dived—it seem’d as if to rise no more: 

His wondering mates, amazed within their bark, 

Or deem’d him mad, or prey to the blue shark ; 
Row’d round in sorrow the sea-girded rock, 209 
Then paused upon their paddles from the shock. 
When, fresh and springing from the deep, they saw 
A Goddess rise—so deem’d they in their awe ; 

And their companion, glorious by her side, 

Proud and exulting in his Mermaid bride; 

And how, when undeceived, the pair they bore 
With sounding conchs and joyous shouts to shore ; 
How they had gladly lived and calmly died, 

And why not also Torquil and his bride ? 
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Not mine to tell the rapturous caress 
Which follow’d wildly in tliat wild recess aao 
This talc ; enough that all within that cave 
Was Love, though buried strong as in the grave 
Where Abelard, through twenty years of death, 

When Eloisa’s form was lower’d beneath 

I’lieir nuptial vault, his arms outstretch’d, and press’d 

I1ie kindling ashes to his kindled breast.'^ 

The waves without sang round their couch, their roar 
As much unheeded as if life were o’er; 

Within, their hearts made all their harmony, 

Love’s broken murmur and more broken sigh. aSo 


X. 

And they, the cause and sharers of the shock 
Which left them exiles of the hollow rock, 

Where were they ? O’er the sea for life they plied, 

To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied. 

Another course had been their choice—but where ? 

TJie wave which bore them still, their foes would bear, 


* The tradition is attached to the story of Eloisa, that when 
her body was lowered into the grave of Abelard (who had 
been buried twenty years) he opened his arms to receive 
her. 



CANTO IV, 


THE 1SLA^D. 


l4l 


Who, disappointed of theii* former chase, 

In search of Christian now renew'd their race. 
Eager with anger, their strong arms made way, 
Like vultures baffled of their previous prey. 

They gain’d upon them, all whose safety lay 
In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay : 

No further chance or choice remain’d; and right 
For the first further rock which met their sight 
They steer’d, to take their latest view of land, 

A.nd yield as victims, or die^sword in hand; 
Dismiss’d the natives and their shallop, who 
Would still have battled for that scanty crew ; 

But Cliristian bade them seek their shore again, 
Nor add a sacrifice which were in vain ; 25 o 

For what were simple bow and savage spear 
Against the arms which must be wielded here ? 

XL 

They landed on a wild but narrow scene. 

Where few but Nature’s footsteps yet had been ; 
Prepared their arms, and with that gloomy eye. 
Stern and sustain’d, of man’s extremity, 

When Hope is gone^ nor Glory’s self remains 
To cheer resistance against death or chains,— 
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They stood, the three, as tlie three hundred stood 
Who dyed Therniopyloe with holy blood. 260 
But, ah! how difTercnt! ’tis the cause makes all, 
Degrades or hallows courage in its fall. 

O’er them no fame, eternal and intense, 

Blazed through the clouds of death and beckon’d hence ; 
No grateful country, smiling through her tears, 

Begun the praises of a thousand years ; 

No nation’s eves would 011 their tomb be bent. 

No heroes envy tlicm^heir monument; 

However boldly their warm blood was spilt, 

Their life was shame, their epitaph was guilt. 270 
And this they knew and felt, at least tlie one. 

The leader of the band he had undone; 

Who, born perchance for better things, had set 
His life upon a cast which linger’d yet: 

1)Ut now the die was to be thrown, and all 
The chances were in favour of his fall: 

And such a fall! But still he faced the shock, 
Obdurate as a portion of the rock 
Whereon he stood, and fix’d his levell’d gun, 

Dark as a sullen cloud before the sun. 280 
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XIL 

Tlie boat drew nigh, well arm’d, and firm the crew 
To act whatever Duty bade them do; 

Careless of danger, as the onward Wind 
Is of the leaves it strews, nor looks behind: 

And yet perhaps they rather wish’d to go 
Against a nation’s than a native foe, 

And felt that this poor victim of self-will, 

Briton no more, had once b«en Britain’s still 
They hail’d him to surrender—no reply ; 289 

Their arms were poised, and glitter’d in the sky. 

They hail’d again—no answer; yet once more 
Tlicy offer’d quarter louder than before. 

The echoes only, from the rock’s rebound, 

Took their last farewell of the dying sound. 

Then flash’d the flint, and blazed the volleying flame, 
And the smoke rose between them and their aim. 
While the rock rattled with the bullets’ knell, 

Which peal’d in vain, and flatten’d as they fell; 

Then flew the only answer to be given 299 

By those who had lost all hope in earth or heaven. 
After the first fierce peal, as they pull’d nigher, 

They heard the voice of Christian shout, << Now fire!" 
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And ere the word upon the echo died, 

Two fell; the rest assail’d the rock’s rough side, 

And, furious at the madness of their foes, 

Disdain’d all furtlicr efforts, save to close. 

Hut steep the crag, and all without a path, 

Kacli step opposed a bastion to their wrath ; 

WJiile, placed ’midst clefts llie least accessible, 3 oij 
Which Christian’s eye was train’d to mark full well, 
The three maintain’d a strife whicli must not yield, 

In spots vvliere eagles jiniglit have chosen to build. 
Their every shot told ; while the assailant fell, 

Dash’d on tlie shingles like the limpet shell; 

But still enough survived, and mounted still. 
Scattering their numbers here and there, until 
Surrounded and comma tided, though not nigh 
Enough for seizure, near enough to die, 

The desperate trio held aloof their fate 

But by a thread, like sharks who have gorged the bait; 

Yet to the very last they battled well. 

And not a groan inform’d their foes who fell. 

Christian died last—twice wounded ; and once more 
Mercy was oiFer’d when they saw his gore; 

Too late for life, but not too late to die, 

With though a hostile hand to close his eye 
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A limb was broken, and he droop'd along 
The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young. 

The sound revived him, or appear'd to wake 
Some passion which a weakly gesture spake; 33o 
He beckon’d to tlie foremost wJio drew nigh, 

But, as they near’d, he rear'd his weapon high— 

His last ball had been aim’d, but from his breast 
He tore the topmost button of his vest,^ ^ 

Down the tube dash'd it, Icvell’d, fired, and siiiilerl 
As his foe fell; then, like a serpent, coil’d 
His wounded, weary form, to where the steep 
Look'd desperate as himself along the deep ; 

Cast one glance back, and clench’d his hand, and siiook 
His last rage 'gainst the earth which he forsook ; 


* In Thibadlt’s Account of Frederic II, of Prussia, there 
is a singular relation of a young Frenchman, wlio, with his 
mistress, appeared to be of some rank. He enlisted and de¬ 
serted at Seweidnitzj and, after a desperate resistance, was 
retaken, having killed an officer, v.ho attempted to seize him 
after 1 e was wounded, by the discharge of his musket loaded 
with a button of his uniform. Some circumstances on liis 
Gourt-mailiul raised a great interest amongst his judges, wlir> 
wished to discover his real situation in lilc, which he oflTered 
to disclose, but to the K ing only, to whom he requested per¬ 
mission to write. This was refused, and Ficdcric vyas filled 
with the greatest indignation, from batllcd curiosity or some 
other motive, when he understood that his request had been 
denied.—See Tbibault''s work, vol. ii.—(1 quote from me¬ 
mory.) 
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Then plunged ; the rock below received like glass 
His body crush’d into one gory mass, 34^ 

With scarce a shred to tell of human form, 

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worm ; 

A fair-hair’d scalp, besmear’d with blood and weeds 
Yet reek’d, the remnant of himself and deeds; 

Some splinters of his weapons (to the last, 

As long as hand could hold, he held them fast) 

Yet glitter’d, but at distance—hurl’d away 
To rust beneath the dew and dashing spray. 35o 
The rest was nothing—save a life mis-spent^ 

And soul—but who shall answer where it went? 
’Tis ours to bear, not judge the dead ; and they 
Who doom to hell, themselves are on tlie way, 
Unless these bullies of eternal pains 
Are pardon’d their bad hearts for their worse brains. 


XIII. 

The deed was over! All were gone or ta’en. 

The fugitive, the captive, or the shun. 

Chain’d on the deck, where once, a gallant crew. 
They stood with honour, were the wretched few 
Survivors of the skirmish on the isle; 36 

But the last rock left no surviving spoil. 
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Cold lay they where they fell, and weltering, 

While o'er them flapp'd the sea-birds’ dewy wing, 
Now wheeling nearer from the neighbouring surge, 
And screaming high their harsh and hungry dirge : 
But calm and careless heaved the wave below, 
Eternal with unsympathetic flow ; 

Far o’er its face the dolphins sported on. 

And sprung the flying-fish against the sun, 870 
Till its dried wing relapsed from its brief height. 

To gather moisture for another flight- 

XIV. 

'Twas morn; and Neuha, who by dawn of day 
Swam smoothly forth to catch the rising ray, 

And watch if aught approach’d the amphibious lair 
Where lay her lover, saw a sail in air: 

It flapp’d, it fill’d, and to the growing gale 
Bent its broad arch : her breath began to fail 
With fluttering fear, her heart beat thick and high. 
While yet a doubt sprung where its course might lie 
But no! it came not; fast and far away 38 1 
, The shadow lessen’d as it clear’d the bay. 

She gazed, and flung the sea-foam from her eyes, 

' To watch as for a rainbow in the skies. 
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On the horizon verged the distant deck, 

Diminish’d, dwindled to a very speck— 

Then vanish’d. All was ocean, all was joy ! 

Down plunged she through the cave to rouse her boy 

Told all she had seen, and all she hoped, and all 

That happy Love could augur or recal; 890 

Sprung forth again, with Torquil following free 

His bounding Nereid over the broad sea ; 

Swam round the rock, to where a shallow cleft 

Hid the canoe that Neuha there had left 

« 

Drifting along the tide, without an oar, 

That eve the strangers chased them from the shore; 
But when these vanish’d, she pursued her prow. 
Regain’d, and urged to where they found it now: 
Nor ever did more Love and Joy embark, 

Than now was wafted in that slender ark. 4 ^^ 

XV. 

Again their own shore rises on the view, 

No more polluted with a hostile hue; 

No sullen ship lay bristling o’er the foam, 

A floating dungeon:—^all was Hope and Home! 

A thousand proas darted o’er the bay. 

With sounding shells, and heralded their way; 
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The Chiefs came down, arouml the people pour’d. 
And welcomed Torquil as a son restored ; 

The women tlironj>’d, embracing and embraced 
Ily Neuha, asking where they had been chased, 4 <^ 
And how escaped ? The tale was told ; and then 
One acclamation rent the sky again; 

And from that hour a new tradition gave 
Their sanctuary the name of “ Neuha’s Cave.^” 

All hundred fires, far flickering from the height, 
Blazed o'er the general revel of the night, 

The feast in honour of the gu«st, return’d 
To Peace and Pleasure, perilously earn’d ; 

A night succeeded by such happy days 

As only the yet infant world displays. .^7.0 
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EXTRACT FROM THE VOYAGE BY CAPTAIN BLIGII. 


On the 2]^th of December it blew a severe storm ol 
wind from the eastward, in the course of which we suf¬ 
fered greatly. One sea broke away the spare yards and 
spars out of the starboard maifiebains; another broke 
into the ship and stove all the boats. Several casks of 
beer tliat bad been lashed on deck broke loose, and were 
washed overboard ; and it was not without great risk and 
difficulty that we were able to secure the boats from 
being washed away entirely. A great quantity of our 
bread was also damaged and rendered useless, for the 
sea had stove in our stern, and filled the cabin with 
water. 

On the 5 th of January, 1788, we saw the island ol 
TenerifTc about twelve leagues distant, and next day, 
being Sunday, came to an anchor in the road of Santa 
Cruz. There we took in the necessary supplies, and, 
having finished our business, sailed on tiie loth. 

1 now divided the people into three watches, and gave 
the charge of the third watch to Mr. Fletcher Christian, 
one of the mates. I have always considered this a de¬ 
sirable regulation when circumstances will admit of it. 
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and I am persuaded that unbroken rest not only contri¬ 
butes much towards the health of the ship's company, 
but enables them more readily to exert themselves in 
cases of sudden emergency. 

As I wished to proceed to Otaheite without stopping, 
I reduced the allowance of bread to two-thirds, and 
caused the water for drinking to be filtered through 
drip-stones, bought at Tencriffc for that purpose. I now 
acquainted the ship's company of the object of the voyage, 
and gave assurances of certain promotion to every one 
whose endeavours should merit it. 

On Tuesday the 26lh of February, being in South la¬ 
titude 29® 38 ', and 44 " 44 '^^cst longitude, we bent new 
sails, and made other necessary preparations for encoun¬ 
tering the weather ihdt was to be expected in a high 
latitude. Our distance from the coast of Brazil was 
about 100 leagues. 

On the forenoon of Sunday the 2d of March, after 
seeing that every person was clean, divine service was 
performed, according to my usual custom on this day: 
I gave to Mr. Fletcher Christian, -whom I had before 
directed to lake charge of the third watch, a written 
order to act as lieutenant. 

The change of temperature soon began to be sensibly 
i'elt, and, that the people might not suffer from their own 
negligence, 1 supplied them with thicker clothing, as 
better suited to the climate. A great number of whales 
of aTi immense size, with two spoutholes on the back of 
the head, were seen on the i ith. 

On a complaint made to me by the Master, 1 found it 
necessary to puniah Matthew Quintal, one of the seamen, 
with two dozen of lashes, for insolence and mutinous 
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behaviour, which was ihc first time that there was any 
occasion for punishment on board. 

We were oj(F Cape St. Diego, the Eastern pari of the 
Terre de Fuego, and, the wind being unfavourable, I 
thought it more advisable to go round to the eastward ot 
Staten-land than to attempt passing through Straits Je 
Maire. We passed New Year’s Harbour and Cape St. John, 
and on Monday the 3 ist were in latitude 6o® i' South. 
But the wind became variable, and we had bad weather. 

Storms, attended with a great sea, prevailed until the 
12th of April. The ship began to leak, and required 
pumping every hour, which was no more tlian we had 
reason to expect from such a continuance of gales of 
wind and high seas. The decks also became so leaky 
that it was necessary to allot the great cabin, of which 
1 made little use except in fine weather, to those people 
who had not births to hang their hammocks in, and by 
this means the space between decks was less crowded. 

With all this bad weather, we had the additional mor¬ 
tification to find, at the end of every day, that we were 
losing ground; for, notwithstanding our utmost exer¬ 
tions, and keeping on the most advantageous tacks, we 
did little better than drift before the wind. On Tuesday 
the 22d of April, we had eight down on the sick list, 
and the rest of the people, though in good health, were 
greatly fatigued ; but I saw, with mucli concern, that it 
was impossible to make a passage this way to the Society 
Islands, for we had now been thirty days in a tempes¬ 
tuous ocean. Thus the season was too far advanced for 
us to expect better weather to enable us to double Cape 
Horn; and, from these and other considerations, I or¬ 
dered the helm to be put a-weather, and bore away foi 
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the Ca^ic (il‘ Good Hope, to the great joy of every one 
(HI board. 

We came lo an anchor on Friday the ‘i^d of May, in 
Simon’s Bay, at the Cape, after a tolerable run. The 
ship required complete caulking, for she had become so 
leaky, that vve were obliged to pump hourly in ouv pas¬ 
sage from Cape Horn. The sails and rigging also re¬ 
quired repair, and, on examining the provisions, a con¬ 
siderable quantity was found damaged. 

Having remained thirty-eight days at this place, and 
my people having received all the advantage that could 
be derived from rel'reshments of every kind that could 
be met with, we sailed on the ist of July. 

A gale of wind ble^ on the 20th, with a high sea; 
it increased alier noon with such violence, that the ship 
was driven almost forecastle under before wc could get 
the sails clewed up. The lower yards were lowered, 
and the top-gallant-mast got down upon deck, which re¬ 
lieved her much. We lay to all night, and in the 
morning bore away under a reefed foresail. The .sea 
still running high, in the afternoon it became very unsafe 
to stand on; we therefore lay to all night, without any 
accident, excepting that a man at the steerage was 
thrown over the wheel and much bruised. Towards noon 
the violence of the storm abated, and we again bore away 
under the reefed foresail. 

In a few days we passed the Island of St Paul, where 
there is good fresh water, as I was informed by a Dutch 
captain, and also a hot spring, which boils fish as com¬ 
pletely as if done by a fire. Approaching to Yan Die- 
man’s land, we had much bad weather, with snow and 
hail, but nothing was seen to indicate our vicinity, on 
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the i 3 ih of August, except a seal, which appeared M 
the distance of twenty leagues from it. Wc anchored in 
Adventure Bay on Wednesday the 2otli. 

Ill our passage hither from the Cape ol' Good Hope, 
the winds were chiefly from the westward, with very 
boisterous weather. The approach of strong southerly 
winds is announced by many birds of the albatross or 
peterel tribe ; and the abatement oi' the gale, or a shift 
of wind to the northward, by their keeping away. The 
thermometer also varies five or six degrees in its height, 
when a change of these winds may be expected. 

In the land surrounding Adventure Bay are many 
forest trees mie hundred and fifty f eet high; we saw one 
which measured above thirty-three feet in girth. We 
observed several eagles, somc*beautiful blue-plumagefi 
herons, and parroquets in great variety. 

The natives not appearing, we went in search of them 
towards Cape Frederic-Henry. Soon after, coming to 
a grapnel, close to the shore, for it was impossible to 
land, we heard their voices, like the cackling of geese, 
and twenty persons came out of the woods. We threw 
trinkets ashore lied up in parcels, which they would not 
open out until 1 made an appearance of leaving iJiem ; 
they then did so, and, taking the articles out, put them on 
their heads. On iirst coming in sight, they made a 
prodigious clattering in their speech, and held their arms 
over their heads. They spoke so quick that it was im¬ 
possible to catch one single word they uttered. Their 
colour is of a dull black ; their skin scarified about the 
breast and shoulders. One was distinguished by his 
body being coloured with red ochre, but all the others 
were painted black, with a kind of soot, so thickly laid 
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o\er fhcir laces and shoulders, that it was diflicult to 
ascertain what they were like. 

On Thursday, the /{th of September, we sailed out of 
Adventure Bay, steel ing first towards the east-south-east, 
and then to the northward of east, when, on the 19th, 
we came in sight of a cluster of small rocky islands, 
which I named Bounty Isles. Soon afterwards we fre¬ 
quently observed the sea, in the night-time, to be covered 
by luminous spots, caused by amazing quantities of small 
blubbers, or medusae, which emit a light, like the blaze 
of a camllc. from the strings or filaments extending from 
them, while llie rest of the body conliiiues perfectly 
dark. 

We discovered the island of Olaheile on the 25 th, and, 
before casting anchor nc'lft morning in Malavai Bay, such 
numbers of canoes had come off, tliat, after the natives 
ascertained we were friends, they came on board, and 
crowded the deck so much, that in ten minutes I could 
scarce find iny own people. The whole distance which 
the ship had run, in direct and contrary courses, from 
the lime of leaving England until reaching Otaheite, was 
twenty-seven thousand and eighty-six miles, which, on 
an average, was one hundred and eight miles each twenty- 
four hours. 

Here we lost our surgeon on the 9th of December. 
Of late he liad scarcely ever stirred out of the cabin, 
though not apprehended to be in a dangerous state. Ne¬ 
vertheless, appearing worse than usual in the evening, 
he was removed where he could obtain more air, but 
without any benefit, for he died in an hour afterwards. 
This unfortunate man drank very hard, and was so averse 
to exercise, that he would never be prevailed on to take 
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half a dozen turns on deck at a time, during all the 
course of the voyage. He was buried on shore. 

On Monday, the 5 th of January, the small cutter was 
missed, of which I was immediately apprized. The 
ship’s company being mustered, we found tlu*ee men ab¬ 
sent, who had carried it off. They had taken with them 
eight stand of arms and ammunition; but with regard 
to their plan, every one on board seemed to be quite 
ignorant. I therefore went on shore, and engaged all 
the chiefs to assist in recovering both the boat and the 
deserters. Accordingly, the former was brought back 
in the course of the day, by five of the natives ; but the 
men were not taken until nearly three weeks afterwards. 
Learning the place where they were, in a different quarter 
of the island of Olaheite, I weftt thither in the culler, 
thinking there would be no great difliculty in securing 
them with the assistance of the natives. However, they 
heard of my arrival; and when I was near a house in 
which they were, they came out wanting their fire-arms, 
and delivered themselves up. Some of the chici’s had 
formerly seized and bound these deserters; but had been 
prevailed on, by fair promises of returning peaceably to 
the ship, to release them. But finding an opportunity 
again to gel possession of their arms, they set the na¬ 
tives at defiance. 

The object of the voyage being now completed, all 
the bread-fruit plants, to the number of one thousand 
and fifteen, were got on board on Tuesday, the 3 isl of 
March. Besides these, we had collected many other 
plants, some of them bearing the finest fruits in the 
wnrld ; and valuable, from affording brilliant dyes, and 
for various properties besides. At sunset of the 4 (h of 
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April, we made sail from Otalicite, bidding farewell to 
an island where for twenty-three weeks we had been 
treated with the utmost affection and regard, and which 
seemed to increase in proportion to our stay. That we 
w'ere not insensible to their kindness, the succeeding cir¬ 
cumstances sufficiently proved; for to the friendly and 
endearing behaviour of these people may be ascribed the 
motives inciting an event that effected the ruin of our 
expedition, which there was every reason to believe would 
have been attended with tlie most favourable issue. 

Next morning we got sight of the island lluaheinc; and 
a double canoe soon coining alongside^ containing ten 
natives, I saw among them a young man who recollected 
me, and called me by iny name. 1 had been here in the 
year 1^80, with CaplaHi Cook, in the Resolution. A 
few days after sailing from this island, the weather be¬ 
came squally, and a thick body of black clouds collected 
in the east. A water-spout was in a short time seen at 
no great distance from us, which appeared to great ad¬ 
vantage from the darkness of the clouds behind it. As 
nearly as I could judge, the upper part was about two 
feet in diameter, and the lower about eight inches. 
Scarcely had I made these remarks, when 1 observed that 
it was rapidly advancing towards the ship. We imme¬ 
diately altered our course, and took in all the sails except 
the foresail; soon after which it passed within ten yards 
of the stern, with a rustling noise, but without our feel¬ 
ing the least effect from it being so near It seemed to 
be travelling at the rate of about ten miles an hour, in 
the direction of the wind, and it dispersed in a quarter 
of an hour after passing us. It is impossible to say what 
injury we should have received, had it passed directly 
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over us. Musts, I imagine, might have been carried 
away, but 1 do not apprehend that it would liavc endan¬ 
gered the loss of the ship. 

Passing several islands on the way, wc anchored at 
Aiiiiamooka, on the 2?)d of April; and an old lame man 
called Tepa, whom I had known here in 17^7, and imme¬ 
diately recollected, came on board, along with others, 
from different islands in the vicinity. They were de¬ 
sirous to see the ship, and, on being taken below, where 
the bread-fruit plants were arranged, they testified great 
surprise. A few of these being decayed, we went on 
shore to procure some in their place. 

The natives exhibited numerous marks of the peculiar 
mourning which they express on losing their relatives: 
such as bloody temples, their^icads being deprived of 
most of the hair, and, what was worse, almost the whole 
of them had lost some of their fingers. Several fine 
boys, not above six years old, had lost both their little 
fingers; and several of the men, besides these, had parted 
with the middle finger of the right hand. 

The chiefs went off with me to dinner, and wc carricf! 
tin a brisk trade for yams; we also got plantains and 
bread-fruit. But the yams were in great abundance, 
and very fine and large. One of them weighed abovt' 
forty-five pounds. Sailing canoes came, some of which 
contained not less than ninety passengers. Such a 
number of them gradually arrived from different islands, 
that it was impossible to get any thing done, the multi¬ 
tude became so great, and there was no chief of sufficient 
authority to command the whole. I therefore ordered a 
watering party, then employed, to come on board, and 
sailed on Sunday, the 26th of April. 
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We kept near the island of Kotoo aU the afternoon of 
Monday, in hopes tliat some canoes would come off to 
the ship, but in this we were disappointed. The wind 
being northerly, we steered to the westward in the 
evening, to pass south of Tofoa; and I gave directions 
for this course to be continued during the night. The 
master had the first watch, the gunner the middle watch, 
and Mr. Christian the morning watch. This was the 
turn of duly for the night. 

Hitherto the voyage had advanced in a course of unin¬ 
terrupted prosperity, and had been attended with cir¬ 
cumstances equally pleasing and satisfactory. But a very 
different scene was now to be disclosed; a conspiracy had 
liecn formed, which was to render all our past labour pro¬ 
ductive only of misery*and distress; and it had been 
concerted with so much secrecy and circumspection, 
that no one circumstance escaped to betray the impend¬ 
ing calamity. 

On the night of Monday, the watch was set as I have 
described. Just before sunrise, on Tuesday morning, 
while 1 was yet asleep, Mr. Christian, with the master- 
at-arms, gunner's mate, and Thomas Burkitt, seaman. 
Came into my cabin, and, seizing me, tied my hands 
with a cord behind my back; threatening me with in¬ 
stant death if 1 spoke or made the least noise. I never¬ 
theless called out as loud as 1 could, in hopes of assistance; 
hut the officers not of tlieir party were already secured by 
sentinels at their doors. At my own cabin-door were 
three men, besides the four within ; all except Christian 
had muskejl^ and bayonets; he had only a cutlass, i 
was dragged out of bed, and forced on deck in my shirt, 
suffering great pain in the mean time from the tightness 
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with which my hands were tied. On demanding die 
reason of such violence, the only answer was abuse for 
not holding my tongue. The master, the gunner, sur¬ 
geon, master's mate, and Nelson the gardener, were 
kept confined below, and the fore-hatchway was guard¬ 
ed by sentinels. The boatswain and carpenter, and 
also the clerk, were allowed to come on deck, where 
they saw me standing abaft the mizeii-mast, with my 
hands lied behind my back, under a guard, with Chris¬ 
tian at their head. The boatswain was then ordered to 
hoist out the launch, accompanied by a threat, if he did 
not do it instantly, to take care oj himself. 

The boat being hoisted out, Mr. Hayward and Mr. 
llallct, two of the midshipmen, and Mr. Samuel, tlie 
clerk, were ordered into it. 1 demanded the intention 
ol giving this order, and endeavoured to persuade the 
people near me not to pci*sist in such acts of violence; 
but it was to no effect; for the constant answer was, 
“Hold your tongue, Sir, or you are dead this moment.” 

The master had by this time sent, requesting that he 
might come on deck, which was permitted; but he was 
soon ordered back again to his cabin. My exertions to 
turn the tide of affairs were continued; when Christian, 
changing the cutlass he held for a bayonet, and holding 
me by the cord about my hands with a strong gripe, 
threatened me with immediate death if I would not be 
quiet; and the villains around me had their pieces 
cocked and bayonets fixed. 

Certain individuals were called on to get into the 
boat, and were hurried over the ship's side; whence I 
concluded, that along with them I was to be set adrift. 
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Another effort to bring about a change produced nothing 
but menaces of having my brains blown out. 

The boatswain and those seamen who were to be put 
into the boat, were allowed to collect twine, canvas, lines, 
sails, cordage, an cight-and-twenty gallon cask of water; 
and Mr. Samuel got i 5 o pounds of bread, with a small 
quantity of rum and wine; also a quadrant and compass; 
but he was prohibited, on pain of death, to touch any 
map or astronomical book, and any instrument, or any 
of ray surveys and drawings. 

The mutineers having thus forced those of the seamen 
whom they wished to get rid of into the boat, Christian 
directed a dram to be served to each of his crew. 1 then 
unhappily saw that nothing could be done to recover the 
ship. The officers were next called on deck, and forced 
over the ship's side into the boat, while I was kept apart 
from every one abaft the mizen-mast. Christian, armed 
with a bayonet, held the cord fastening my hands, and 
the guard around me stood with their pieces cocked; 
but on my daring the ungrateful wretches to fire, they 
uncocked them. Isaac Martin, one of them, 1 saw had 
an inclination to assist me; and as he fed me with shad¬ 
dock, my lips being quite parched, we explained each 
other’s sentiments by looks. But this was observed, and 
he was removed. He then got into the boat, attempting 
to leave the ship; however, he was compelled to return. 
Some others were also kept contrary to their inclination. 

It appeared to me, that Christian was some time in 
doubt whether he should keep the carpenter or his 
mates. At length he determined on the latter, and the 
carpenter was ordered into the boat. He was per- 
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mitted, though not without opposition, to take his tool- 
chest. 

Mr. Samuel secured my journals and commission, with 
some important ship-papers; this he did with great re¬ 
solution, though strictly watched. He attempted to save 
the time-keeper, and a box with my surveys, drawings, 
and remarks for fifteen years past, whicli were very 
numerous, when he was hurried away with—“ Damn 
your eyes, you are well off to gel what you have.” 

Much altercation took place among the mutinous crew 
during the transaction of this whole affair. Some swore, 
“ ril be damned if he docs not find his way home, if he 
gels any thing with him,” meaning me ; and when the 
carpenter’s chest was carrying i|^way, “ Damn my eyes, 
he will have a vessel built in a month;” while others ri¬ 
diculed the helpless situation of the boat, which was very 
deep in the water, and had so little room for those who 
were in her. As for Christian, he seemed as if medi¬ 
tating destruction on himself and every one else. 

I asked for arms, but the mutineers laughed at me, 
and said I was well acquainted with the people among 
whom I was going; four cutlasses, however, were thrown 
into the boat, after we were veered astem. 

The ofiicers and men being in the boat, they only 
waited for me, of which the master-at-arms inlormed 
Christian, who then said, “ Come, Captain Bligh, your 
ofiicers and men are now in the boat, and you must go 
with them; if you attempt to make the least resistance, 
you will instantly be put to deathand without further 
ceremony, I was forced over the side by a tribe of armed 
ruffians, where they untied my hands. Being in the 
boat, we were veered astem by a rope. A few pieces 
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of pork were thrown to us, also the four cutlasses. The 
armourer and carpenter then called out to me to remem¬ 
ber that they had no hand in the transaction. After 
having been kept some time to make sport for these 
uniccling wretches, and having undergone much ridi¬ 
cule, we were at length cast adrift in the open ocean. 

Kighlcen persons were with me in the boat,—the 
master, acting surgeon, botanist, gunner, boatswain, 
carpenter, master, and quarter-master’s mate, two quar- 
ter-mastej’s, the sail-maker, two cooks, my clerk, the 
butcher, and a boy. There remained on board, Fletcher 
nhrisliaii, the master's mate; Peter Haywood, Edward 
Young, (Icorge Stewart, midshipmen; the mastcr-at- 
arms, gunner's mate, boatswain's mate, gardener, ar¬ 
mourer, carpenter’s mate, carpenter’s crew, and four¬ 
teen seamen, being altogether the most able men of the 
ship’s company. 

Having little or no wind, we rowed pretty fast towards 
the island of Tofoa, which bore north-cast about ten 
leagues distant. The ship while in sight steered west- 
north-west, but this T considered only as a feint, for 
when we were sent away, “ Huzza for Otaheite!” was 
irequently heard among the mutineers. 

Christian; the chief of them, was of a respectable fa-^ 
niily ill the north of England. This was the third 
voyage he had made with me. IMotwithstanding the 
roughness with which I was treated, the remembrance of 
past kindnesses produced some remorse in him. While 
they were forcing me out of the ship, I asked him whe¬ 
ther this was a proper return for the many instances he 
had experienced of my friendship ? He appeared disturb¬ 
ed at the question, and answered, with much emotion, 
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“That—Captain Bligh—that is the thing—am in 
hell—I am in hell.'" llis abilities to take charge of the 
third watch, as I had so divided the ship's company, 
were fully equal to the task. 

Haywood was also of a respectable family in the 
north of England, and a young man of abilities, as well 
as Christian. These two had been objects of my parti¬ 
cular regard and attention, and I had taken great p lins 
to instruct them, having entertained hopes that, as pro¬ 
fessional men, they would have become a credit to (heir 
country. Young was well recommended ; and Stewart 
of creditable parents in the Orkneys, at which place, on 
the return of the Resolution from the South Seas in 1780, 
we received so many civilities,^Lhat in consideration of 
these alone 1 should gladly have taken him with me. 
But he had always borne a good character. 

When I had time to reflect, an inward satisfaction 
prevented the depression of my spirits. Yet, a few 
hours before, my situation had been peculiarly flatter¬ 
ing ; I had a ship in the most perfect order, stored with 
every necessary, both for health and service; the object 
of the voyage was attained, and two-thirds of it now 
completed. The remaining part had every prospect of 
success. 

It will naturally be asked, what could be the cause of 
such a revolt ? In answer, I can only conjecture that the ^ 
mutineers had flattered themselves with the hope of a 
happier life among the Otaheitans than they could pos¬ 
sibly enjoy in England; which, joined to some female 
connexions, most probably occasioned the whole trans¬ 
action. 

The women of Otaheite arc handsome, mild, and 
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cilccrfui ill manners and conversation; possessed of 
great sensibility, and have sufficient delicacy to make 
them be admired and beloved. The chiefs were so much 
attached to our people, that they rather encouraged 
their stay among them than olhcrwisc, and even made 
them promises of large possessions. Under these, and 
many other concomitant circumstances, it ought hardly 
to be llie subject of surprise that a set of sailors, most of 
them void of connexions, should be led away, where they 
had the power of fixing themselves in the midst of plenty, 
in one of the finest islands in the world, where there was 
no necessity to labour, and where the allurements of dis¬ 
sipation are beyond any conception that can be formed 
of it. The utmost, however, that a Commander could 
have expected, was desertions, such as have already 
happened more or less in the South Seas, and not an 
act of open mutiny. 

But the secrecy of this mutiny surpasses belief. Thir¬ 
teen of the parly wlio were now with me had always 
lived forward among the seamen ; yet neither they, nor 
the messmates of Christian, Stewart, Haywood, and 
Young, had ever observed any circumstance to excite 
suspicion of what was plotting; and it is not wonderful 
if I fell a sacrifice to it, my mind being entirely free 
from suspicion. Perhaps, had marines been on board, 
a sentinel at my cabin-door might have prevented it; 
fori constantly slept with the door open, that the officer 
of the watch might have access to me on all occasions. 
If the mutiny had been occasioned by any grievances, 
either real or imaginary, 1 must have discovered symp¬ 
toms of discontent, which would have put me on my 
guard; but it was far otherwbe. With Christian, in 
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particular, I was on the most friendly terms; that very 
day he was engaged to have dined with me; and the 
preceding night he excused himself from supping with 
me on pretence of indisposition, for which I felt con¬ 
cerned , having no suspicions of his honour or integrity. 
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All is exploded—be ir good or bad. 

Reader! remember wlica lliou wert a lad, 10 
Then Pi It was all; or, if not all, so much, 

11 is very rival almost deem’d him such. 

We, we have seen tiie inlcllcctual race 
Of giants stand, like Titans, face to face— 

Athos and Ida, with a dasliing sea 
Of eloquence between, which flow’d all free, 

As the deep billows of the jEgcan roar 
Betwixt the Hellenic and the Phrygian shore. 

But where are they—the rivals ?—a few feet 
Of sullen earth divide each winding sheet. 20 
How peaceful and how powerful is the grave 
Which hushes ail! a calm, unstormy wave 
Which oversweeps the world. The theme is old 
Of dust to dustbut half its tale untold. 

Time tempers not its terrors—still the worm 
Winds its cold folds, the tomb preserves its form— 
Varied above, but still alike below; 

The urn may shine, the ashes will not glow. 
Though Cleopatra’s mummy cross the sea, 

O’er which from empire she lured Anthony; 3 o 
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J 3 eliold the grand result in yon lone isle, 

And,^$ tliy nature urges, weep or smile. 

Sigh to behold the eagle’s lofty rage 
Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage ; 

Smile to survey the Queller of the Nations 
Now daily srjuabbliiig o’er disputed rations ; 

Weep to perceive him mourning, as he dines, 

O’er curtail’d dishes and o’er stinted wines ; 6o 
O’er petty quarrels upon petty things— 

Is this the man who scourged or feasted kings ? 
Rehold the scales in which Ills fortune hangs, 

A surgeon’s statement anil an eaii's harangues ! 

A bust delay’d, a book refused, can shake 
The sleep of him who kept the world awake. 

Is this indeed the Tamer of tlie Great, 

Now slave of all could Icaze or irritate— 

The paltry jarlor and the prying spy. 

The staring stranger with his note-book nigh? 70 
Plunged in a dungeon, he had still been great; 
How low, how little was this middle state, 
Retween a prison and a palace, where 
How few could feel for what he had to bear! 

Vain his complaint,—my lord presents his bill, 
His food and wine were doled out duly still: 
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Vain was his sickness,—never was a clinic 
So free from homicide—to doubt’s a crime; 78 

And the stiff Sur(>;eon, who nn^ntainM his cause. 
Hath lost his place, and gainM the world’s applause 
hut smile—though all the pangs of brain and heart 
Disdain, defy, the tardy aid of art; 

Tliough, save the few fond friends, and iinaged face 
Of tliat fair boy his sire shall ne’er embrace, 

^Jone stand by his low bed—though even liie mind 
he wavering, which long awed and awes mankind ;— 
Smile—lor the fetter’d Eagle breaks Ids chain. 

And higher worlds than this are his again. 


IV. 

Ilow, if that soaring Spirit still retain 
A conscious twilight of his blazing reign, 9c 

How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
The little that he was and sought to be ! 

WJiat though his name a wider en^pire found 
Than his ambition, though with scarce a bound : 
Though first in glory, deepest in reverse, 

He tasted empire’s blessings and its curse; 

Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 
From chains, would gladly be their tyrant’s ape ; 
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IIow must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave, 
The proudest sca-inavk that overtops the wave! i oo 
What though his jailor, duteous to the last, 

m 

Scarce <Jeein’d tlic coilin’s lead could keep him fast. 
Refusing one poor line along the lid 
To iiate the hirth and death of all it hid 
That name shall hallow the ignoble shore, 

A talisman to all save him who bore : 

The fleets that sweep before the eastern blast 
Shall hear their sea-boys hail it from the mast; 
When Victory’s Gallic column shall but rise. 

Like Pompey’s pillar, in a desert's skies, i lo 

The rocky isle that holds or held his dust 
Shall crown the Atlantic like the hero’s bust, 

And mighty Nature o’er his obsequies 
Do more than niggard Envy still denies. 

Rut what are these to him ? Can glory’s lust 
Touch the free’d spirit or the fetter’d dust? 

Small care hath he of what his tomb consists, 
Nought if he sleeps—nor more if he exists: 

Alike the belter-seeing Shade will smile 
On tlie rude cavern of the rocky isle, 

As if his ashes found their latest home 
In Rome’s Pantheon, or Gaul’s mimic dome. 


110 
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He wants not this ; but Fraifce shall feel the want 
Of this last consolalion, thou(];li so scant; 

Her honour, fame, and faith, demand his bones, 

To rear above a pyramid of thrones ; 

Or, carried onward, in the battle’s van 
To form, like Gucsclin’s*** dust, her talisman. 

Hut be it as it is, the time may come 129 

His name shall beat the alarm like Ziska’s drum 

V. 

Oh, Heaven ! of which he was in power a feature ; 
Oh, earth ! of which he was a noble creature; 

Tliou isle! to be remember’d long and well, 

That saw’st the unfledged eaglet chip his shell! 

Ye Alps, which view’d him in his dawning flights 
Hover, the victor of an hundred fights! 

Thou Rome, who saw’st thy Caesar’s deeds outdone I 
Alas! why pass’d he too the Rubicon ? 

The Rubicon of man’s awaken’d rights, 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites ? 140 


^ Gucsclia died daring the siege of a cityj it surrendered, 
and the keys were brought and laid npon his bier, so that the 
place might appear rendered to his ashes. 


8 . 
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KgyplI JVoiu whose all dateless loiidis arose 

Forgotten Pharoalis from their long repose. 

And shook within their pyramids to hear 

A new Cainbyses thundering in their ear ; 

While the dark shades of forty ages stood 

Like startled giants by Nile’s famous flood ; 

Or from the pyramid’s tall pinnacle 

Reheld the desert peopled, as from hell, 

With clashing hosts, who strew’d tlie barren sand 

To re-manure the uncultivated land ! j 5 o 

Spain ! which, a moment mindless of the Cid, 

Beheld his banner flouting thy Madrid ! 

Austria ! which saw thy twice-ta’en capital 

Twice spared, to be the traitress of his fall! 

Ye race of Frederic!—Frederics but in name 

And falsehood—heirs to all except his fame ; 

« 

Who, crush’d at Jena, crouch’d at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow ; ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 159 
The unpaid amount of Catherine’s bloody debt! 
Poland 1 o’er which the avenging angel pass’d, 

But left thee as he found thee, still a waste ; 
Forgetting all thy still enduring claim, 

Thy lotted people and extinguish’d name; 
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Thy sigh for freedom, thy long-flowing tear. 

That sound that crashes in the tyrant’s ear; 
Kosciusko! on—on—on—the thirst of war 
Gasps for the gore of serfs and of their Czar ; 

The half barbaric Moscow’s minarets 

Gleam in the sun, but Tis a sun that sets! 170 

Moscow ! thou limit of his long career, ‘ 

For whicii rude Charles had wept his frozen tear 
To see in vain —he saw thee—how? with spire 
And palace fuel to one common fire. 

To this the soldier lent his kindling match. 

To this the peasant gave his cottage tliatch, 

To this the merchant flung his hoarded store, 

The prince his hall—and, Moscow was no more! 
Sublimest of volcanos! Etna’s flame 
Pales before thine, and quenchless Hecla’s tame; 
V^esuvius shows his blaze, an usual sight i8y 
For gaping tourists, from his hackney’d height; 
Thou stand’st alone unrivall’d, till the fire 
To come, in which all empires shall expire. 

Thou other clement! as strong and stern 
To leach a lesson conquerors will not learn, 

Whose icy wing flapp’d o’er the faltering foe, 

Till fell a hero with each flake of snow; 
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Uow did tliy numbinj» hoak and silent fan{* 

Pierce, till hosts perish’d with a sinjjle pan"! ic)i> 
In vain shall Seine look U[) along his hanks 
Kor the gay thousands of his dashing ranks; 

In vain shall France recal beneath her vines 
Her youth—their blood flows faster than her wines 
Or stagnant in their Jiuinan ice remains 
In frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vain will Italy’s broad sun awaken 

Her olFspring chill’d ; .jls beams are now forsaken. 

Of all the trophies gather’d from the war, 

What shall return ? The conqueror's broken car ! 
The conqueror’s yet unbroken heart! Again 201 
The horn of Roland sounds, and not in vain. 
Lutzen, where fell the Swede of victory, 

Heholds him conquer, but, alas ! not die : 

Dresden surveys three despots fly once more 
before their sovereign,—^sovereign, as before ; 

But there exhausted Fortune quits the fleld, 

And Leipsic’s treason bids the unvanquish'd yield ; 
The Saxon jackal leaves the lion’s side 
To turn the bear’s, and wolf’s, and fox’s guide ; 
And backward to the den of his despair 2t i 

The forest monarch shrinks, but finds no lair I 
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Oil ye! and each, and all! Oli, France ! who found 
Tliy lonf; fair fields ploiifjli'd up as hostile f^round, 
Disputed foot by foot, till treason, still 
ITis only victor, from Montmartre’s hill 
Look’d down o'er trampled Paris; and thou, isle, 
Which see St Etruria from thy ramparts smile, 

Tliou momentary shelter of his pride, 

'fill woo’d by danger, his yet weeping bride; 220 
Oh, France! retaken by a single march, 

Whose path was through oje long triumphal arch ! 
Oh, bloody and most bootless Waterloo, 

’^Vliich proves how fools may have tlieir fortune too 
Won, half by blunder, half by treachery; 

Oh, dull Saint Helen ! with thy jailor nigh— 

* Hear! hear! Prometheus from his rock appeal 
To earth, air, ocean, all that felt or feel 
His power and glory, all who yet shall hear 
A name eternal as the rolling year; 280 

He teaches them the lesson taught so long. 

So oft, so vainly—learn to do no wrong! 

" [ refer ihe reader to the first address of ProtnclIietit> ui 
iEschylns, when he is left alone by his attendants, and before 
the arrival of the Chorus of Sca-nyinphs. 
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A sin($le step into the right had made 
This man the Washington of worlds betray'd; 

A single step into the wrong has given 
His name a doubt to all the winds of Heaven; 

The reed of Fortune and of thrones the rod, 

Of Fame the Moloch or the dcmi-god; 

His country's Caesar, Europe’s Hannibal, 

Without their decent dignity of fall. 240 

Yet Vanity Jicrsclf had better lauglit 
A surer path even to the fame lie sought, 

By pointing out on history’s fruitless page 
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

While Franklin's quiet memory climbs to Heaven, 
Calming the lightning which lie thence hath riven, 
Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 
Freedom and peace to that which boasts his birth : 
While Washington’s a watch-word, such as ne’er 
Shall sink while there’s an echo left to air: 25 o 

While even the Spaniard’s thirst of gold and war 
Forgets Pizarro to shout Bolivar! 

Alas! why must the same Atlantic wave 
Which wafted freedom gird a tyrant*s grave— 

The king of kings, and yet of slaves the slave, 
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Wlio burst the chains of inilllons to renew 
The very fetters which his arm broke through, 

And crusliM the rights of Europe and his own 
To flit between a dungeon and a throne? 

VI. 

but 'twill not be—the spark’s awakcn’d-^lo! 260 
The swarthy Spaniard feels his former glow ; 

The same high spirit which beat back the Moor 
Through eight long ages of alternate gore, 

JU;\ ives—and where ? in that avenging clime 
Where Spain was once synonymous with crime, 
Where Cortes* and Pizarro's banner flew; 

The infant world redeems her name of New.'* 

’Tis the old aspiration breathed afresh, 

'J'o kindle souls within degraded flesh, 

Such as repulsed the Persian from the shore 270 
Where Greece was —No I she still is Greece once more. 
One common cause makes myriads of one breast. 
Slaves of the East, or Helots of the West; 

On .Andes’ and on Athos* peaks unfurl’d. 

The self-same standard streams o’er either world; 
The Athenian wears again Havmodius’ sword; 

The Chili chief abjures his foreign lord ; 



fSf THE AGE or nno.vzE. 

The Spartan knows himself once move a Greek ; 
Young Freedom plumes the crest of each Cacique ; 
Debating despots, liemm'd on cither shore, 280 
Shrink vainly from the roused Atlantic's roar; 
Through Calpe's strait the rolling tides advance, 
Sweep slightly by tlie half-tamed land of France, 
Dash o'er the old Spaniard's cradle, and would fain 
Unite Ausonia to the mighty main : 

Rut driven from thence awhile, yet not for aye, 

Rrcak o'er th' jEgeaii, mindful of the day 
Of Salamis—there, there, the waves arise, 

Not to be lull'd by tyrant victories. 

Lone, lost, abandon'd in their utmost need 290 
By Christians unto whom they gave their creed, 

The desolated lauds, the ravaged isle, 

The foster’d feud encouraged to beguile, 

The aid evaded, and the cold delay. 

Prolong'd but in the hope to make a prey;— 

These, these shall tell tlie tale, and Greece can show 
The false friend worse than the infuriate foe. 

But this is well: Greeks only should free Greece, 
Not the barbarian, with his mask of peace. 

How should the Autocrat of Bondage be 3 oo 
The king of serfs, and set the nations free? 
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Hellei still serve tiie liauglity Mussulman, 

Than swell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan ; 
hetter still toil for masters, than await, 

The slave of slaves, before a Rossiaii gale,— 
Nuiiihcr’d by liordes, a human capital, 

A live estate, existing but for thrall, 

I. 

Lotted by thousands, as a meet reward 
For the first courtier in the Czar’s regard; 

Wliile their immediate owner never tastes 3 io 
Tlis sleep, san.f dreaming of Liberia’s wastes ; 

I letter succumb even to their own despair, 

And drive the camel than purvey the bear. 

VII. 

But not alone within the hoariest clime, 

Where Freedom dates her birth with that of Time 
And not alone where, plunged in night, a crowd 
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud, 

The dawn revives ! renown’d, romantic Spain 
Holds back the invader from her soil again. 

Mot now the Roman tribe nor Punic horde 3^0 
Demand her fields as lists to prove the sword ; 

Not now the Vandal or the Visigoth 
Pollute the plains alike abhorring both ; 
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Nor old Pclayo on his mountain rears 
The warlike fathers of a thousand ^ears. 

That seed is sown and reap’d, as oft the Moor 
Sighs to remember on his dusky shore. 

Long in the peasant’s song or poet’s page 
Has dwell the iiieinory of Abcuccvagi*, 

The Zegri, and the captive victors, flung 33 o 
Back to the barbarous realm from wlience lliey sprung. 
But these are gone—tlieir faith, their swords, their swa>, 
Yet left more anti-cljrislian foes than they : 

Tlic bigot monarch and the butclicr priest, 

The Im^uiMtion, wltli her burning feast. 

The Faith’s red ‘‘ auto,” fed with human fuel. 

While sal the Catholic Molocli, calmly cruel. 

Enjoying, with lueAorable eye, 

That fiery festival of agony ! 

The stern or feeble sovereign, one or both 34 o 
By turns; the haughtiness whose pride was sloth; 

The long degenerate noble ; the debased 
Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced 
But more degraded ; the unpeopled realm : 

The once proud navy which forgot the hehu ; 

The once impervious phalanx disarray’d; 

The idle forge that form’d Toledo’s blade: 
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Tlic foreign weallli that flow'd on every shore, 
Save tier’s who earn'd it with the natives' gore ; 
The very language, which might vie with Rome's, 
And once was known to nations like their home’s. 
Neglected or forgotten:—such was Sjiain; 352 

liiit sucli she is not, nor shall bo again. 

Tliese worst, these home invaders, felt and feel 
The new Nuiiiantine soul of old (lastile. 

TT[) I up again I undaunted Tauridor ! 

The hull of Phalaris renews }^is roar ; 

Mount, chivalrous Hidalgo ! not in vain 
Revive the cry—“ lago ! and close Spain !” 

Yes, close her with your armed bosoms round, 36 o 
And form the barrier which Napoleon found,— 
The exterminating war ; the desert plain ; 

The streets without a tenant, save the slain; 

Tl le wild Sierra, with its wilder troop 
Of vulture-plumed Guerillas, on the stoop 
For their incessant prey ; the desperate wall 
Of Saragossa, mightiest in iici' fall; 

The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid 
Waving her more than Amazonian blade ; 


“ Si. Jago! and close Spain iliu old Spanish war-cry. 
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Tlic knifii of A.mgon,'*' Tolnlo’s slcrl; 3^0 

I'lic fiiinous laiicc of chivalrous Castile ; 

The unerring rillc of the Citlalau; 

The Arulalusiau courser in the van ; 

The torch to make a IVfoscow of Madrid ; 

And in each he.irt ibc spirit of the (ad :— 

Such have hi-eii, sm‘h shall be, such arc. Advance, 
Vnd win —not Spain, but thine own freedom, France 

VIII. 

!)Ul lo I a Congress! What, that liallowM name 
Which tiee’d the Atlantic ? May we hope the same 
For outworn Euro]>e ? With the sound arise, 38 o 
hike Samuel’s shade to SaiiFs monarchic eyes, 

The prophets of young Freedom, summon’d far 
From climes of Washington and bolivar ; 

Henry, the forest-born Deniosllienes, 

Whose thunder shook tlie Philip of the seas ; 

^ And stoic Franklin’s energetic shade, 

Robed ill the lightnings which his hand allay’d ; 
And Washington, the tyrant-tamer, wake, 

To bid us blush for these old chains, or break. 

'llio Arrajvonluns aro peculiarly dcxlious in ihc use of this 
weapon, atnl displayetl it particularly in former French \vars. 
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Hut PV'ho compose tliis ScMiate of the few Sgo 
Thai shouhl rcdeeni the many? JVho renew 
This consecrated name, till now assi{];n’d 
To councils held to benefit mankind ? 

Who now assemble at the holy call ?— 

The blessM \Uiance, whicli says three are all! 

An earthly Trinity! which wears the shape 
Of Heaven’s, as man is mimick’d by the ape 
A jnous unity! in purpose one— 

To melt three fools to a Napoleon. 

Why, Egypt’s gods were rational to these; 4 '^^ 
Their dogs and oxen knew their own degrees, 

And, quiet in their kennel or their shed, 

Cared little, so that they were duly fed; 

But these, more hungry, must have something more 
The ]»owcr to bark and bite, to toss and gore. 

Ah, how much happier were good Aisop’s frogs 
Than we! for ours are animated logs, 

With ponderous malice swaying to and fro. 

And crushing nations with a stupid blow, 

All dully anxious to leave little work 4 '^ 

L'lito the revolutionary stork. 
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IX. 

Thrice bless’d Verona! since the holy three 
With their imperial presence shine on thee ; 
Honour’d by them, thy treaclierous site forgets 
Tlic vaunted tomb of “ all the Capulets;” 

Thy Scaligers—for what was “ Dog the Great,” 

“ Can* Grande ” (wliich [ venture to translate) 

To these sublimer pugs:’ Thy poet too, 

(jatullus, wliose old (aurels y ield to new ; 

Thine amphitheatre, where Romans sate ; 

And Dante’s exile, shelter’d by thy gate ; 

Thy good old inan,*** whose world w'as all within 
Thy wail, nor knew the country Jield him in: 
Would that the royal guests it girds about 
Were so far like, as never to get out! 

Ay, shout! inscribe! rear monuments of shame, 
To tell Oppression that the world is tame ’ 

Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage—- 
The comedy is not upon the stage; 

The show is rich in ribbonry and stars— 4 ^^ 

Then gaze upon it through thy dungeon bars; 


* The famous old man of Veiona. 
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Clap thy permitted palinSy kind Italy, 

For thus much still thy fetter’d hands are free! 

X. 

Resplendent siglit! behold the coxcomb Czar, 

The autocrat of waltzes and of war! 

As eager for a plaudit as a realm, 

And just as fit for flirting as the helm; 

A Calmuck beauty with a Cossack wit, 

And generous spirit, when *tis not frost-bit; 

Now half dissolving to a liberal thaw, 44 ^ > 

But harden’d back whene’er the morning’s raw ; 
With no objection to true liberty, 

Except that it would make the nations free. 

How well the Imperial Dandy prates of peace, 

How fain, if Greeks would be his slaves, free Greece! 
How nobly gave he back the Poles their Diet, 

Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet! 

How kindly would he send the mild Ukraine, 

With all her pleasant pulks, to lecture Spain; 

How royally show off in proud Madrid 4 ^o 

His goodly person, from the South long hid,— 

A blessing cheaply purchased, the world knows, 

By having Muscovites for friends or foes. 
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Vroccccl, ihou namesake of Great Philip’s sonl 
La Marpe, tliiue Aristotle, beckons on ; 

And that which Scytliia was to him of yore, 
rind with thy Scythians on l!>cria’s shore. 

Yet think upon, thou somewhat aged youth, 

TJ »Y prtMiecessor on the banks of Prulh ; 

111011 hast to aid thee, should liislol 1)o thine, 460 
Many an old woman, but no Catherine.'*' 

Sjiain too liath rocks, and rivers, and defiles— 

The bear may rusb into tbe lion’s toils. 

Fatal to (foths art* Xcres’ sunny fields; 

Thiiik’st thou to thee Napoleon’s victor yields? 

Belter reclaim iby deserts, turn iby swords 
To ploughshares, shave and wash thy Bashkir hordes, 
Redeem thy realms from slavery and llie knout, 

Than follow lieadlong in the fatal route, 4 ^ 

To infest the clime, whose skies and laws are pure. 
With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure; 

Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe ; 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago ; 


* The dexterity of Cotlierine extricated Peter (called the 
Great by courtesy) when surrounded by the Mussulmans on 
tbe banks of the river Prulh. 
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And wouldst tliou furnisli them with fresher prey ? 
Alas! thou wilt not conquer, but purvey. 

I niu Diogenes, though Uuss and Hun 
Stand between mine ami many a myriad’s sun ; 

But were I not Diogenes, I’d wander 
Rather a worm than such an Alexander ! 

Be slaves who will, the Cynic shall be free;' ffio 
His tub hath tougher walls than Sinope: 

Still will he hold his lanthorn up to scan 
Tlie face of monarchs for an^^ fionest man.” 

XL 

And what doth Gaul, the all-prolific laud 
Of ne plus ultra Ultras and their band 
Of mercenaries? and her noisy Chambers 
And Tribune, which each orator first clambers 
Before he finds a voice, and, when ’tis found, 

Hears “ the He” echo for his answer round? 

Our British Commons sometimes deign to hear; 49 ^ 

A Gallic Senate hath more tongue than car; 

Even Constant, their sole master of debate, 

Must fight next day, his speech to vindicate. 

But this costs little to true Franks, who had rather 
Combat than listen, were it to their father. 

VOL. XlIJ. 9 



nj/J THE AGE OF BRONZE. 

Wliat is the siin]>lc stamliiij; of a shot, 

To listening long, and interrupting not? 

Though this was hot the method of old lluiiie, 

When Tully fulmined o*er each vocal dome, 
Demosthenes has sanction’d the transaction, 5 oo 
In saying eloquence meant “ Action, action!” 

XII. 

ihit where’s the Monarcii? hath lie dined? or yet 
Groans beneath indigestion’s heavy debt? 

Have revolutionary pates risen. 

And turn’d the royal entrails to a prison? 

Have discontented moveincuts stiirM the troops? 

Or have no movements follow’d traitorous soups? 
Have Carbonaro cooks not carbonadoed 
Each course enough? or doctors dire dissuaded 
Repletion? All! in thy dejected looks 5 io 

I read all ——’s treason in her cooks! 

Good classic ———! is it, canst thou say, 

Desirable to be the ‘ 

Why wouldst thou leave calm--»'s green abode, 

Apician table and Horatian ode, 

To rule a people who will not be ruled, 

And love much rather to be scourged than schooLM? 
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Ah! thine was not the temper or l!ie taste 
For thrones—the table secs thee belter placed: 

A mild Epicurean, lorm’d, at best, Cr^.n 

To be a kind host and as {j;ood a {>ucst, 

To talk of letters, and to know by heart 
One halfiUii poet’s, all the {•ourtiiaiid's art; 

A scholar always, now and then a wit. 

And (gentle wlien digestion may permit— 

Hut not to {joverii lauds enslaved or free; 

The {i;out was martyrdom cnc^^^h for tliee! 

XIII. 

Shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise? 

“Arts—arms—and George—and glory and tlieisles^ 
And happy Britain—wealth and freedom’s smiles— 
White cliffs, that held invasion far aloof— 

Contented subjects, all alike tax-proof— 

Proud Wellington* with eagle beak so curl’d, 

That nose, the Look where he suspends the world I 


* “ Naso suspendit adiinco.”— Horace. 

The Roman applies it. to one who merely was imperioas ta 
bis acqaainlance. 
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And Waterloo—and trade—and-(hush! not yet 

A syllable of imposts or of debt)- 

And neVr (enough) lamented Casllereagli, 

Whose pen-knife slit a goosc-<[iiill To I her day— 
Ainl ‘ pilots who have weather'd every storin'— 
(but, no, not even for rhyme's sake, name reform)." 
These are the themes ihussnnjjso oft before, 542 
Melhinks we need not sing them any more; 

Found in so many volumes far and near, 

There’s no occasion ^u should find them here. 

Yet something may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and, what's stranger still, with rhyme 
Even this thy genius, Canning! may permit, 

Who, bred a statesman, still was born a wit. 

And never, even in that dull house, couldst tame 
To unleaven'd prose thine own poetic flame ; 551 

Our last, our best, our only orator, 

Even 1 can praise thee—Tories do no more. 

Nay, not so much ;—they hate thbe, man, because 
Thy spirit less upholds them than it awes.— 

The hounds will gather to their limitsman’s hollo, 
And, where he leads, the duteous pack will follow ; 
But not for love mistake their yelling cry, 

Their yelp for game is not an eulogy; 
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Loss faithful far than the four-footed pack, 56o 
A dubious scent would lure the bipeds back. 

Thy saddle (jirtlis are not yet quite secure, 

Nor royal stallion’s feet extremely sure ; 

The unwieldy old White Horse is apt at last 
To stumble, kick, and now and then stick fast 
Witn his f^rcat self and rider in the mud ; 

But what of that? the animal shows blood. 

XIV. • 

Alas, the country! liow shall tongue or pen 
Bewail her now uncountry gentlemen ?— 

The last to bid the cry of warfare cease, 670 
The first to make a malady of peace. 

For what were all these country patriots born ? 

To hunt, and vote, and raise the price of corn ? 

But corn, like every mortal thing, must fall— 

Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 

And must ye fall with every ear of grain ? 

Why would you trouble Bonaparte’s reign ? 

He was your great Tiiptolemus; his vices 
Destroy’d but realms, and still maintain’d your prices 
He amplified, to every lord’s content, 58o 

The grand Agrarian Alchymy—high Rent, 
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Why (lirl the tyrant stumble on tlie Tartars, 

And lower wheat to such desponding quarters? 
Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone ? 

The man was worth much more upon his throne. 
True, blood oid treasure boundlessly were spilt, 
Hut what ol'lliat? the (laul may bear the guilt; 
IhU bread was high, the. farmer paid his way, 

And acres li>hl upon tlie appointed day. 

Ihi: wliero is now the goodly ainlit ale? 590 

'Mic purse-proud tenant never known to fail? 

Tlie farm whicli never yet was left on hand? 

The marsh reclaim’d to most improving Laid? 

'file impatient hope of tin* expiring lease? 

The douhling rental ? What tUi evil’s peace ! 

Til vain the prize excites the ploughman’s skill, 

In vain the Clominons pass their patriot bill; 

Thi* landed interest —(you may understand 
The phrase much better lewing out the land )— 
The land self-interest groans from shore to sliore. 
For fear that plenty should attain the poor. 601 
Up ! up again ! ye rents, exalt your notes. 

Or else the Ministry will lose their votes. 

And Patriotism, so delicately nice, 

Her loaves will lower to the market price; 
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For ah I “ the loaves and fishes,” once so high, 

Are gone—their oven closed, their ocean dry ; 

And nought rcniains of all the millions S])ent, 
Kxcepling to grow moderate and content. 

They who arc not S' had their turn—and turn 6i o 
About still flows from Fortune's equal urn; 

Now li;t their virtue be its own reward, 

And slinre the blessings which themselves prepared. 
See those inglorious Cincinnati swarm, 

Farmers of war, Dictators of flic farm! 


Huar plnej’Jishare was the sword in hireling hands, 


Tin ‘ir fields 1.manured by gore of other lands ^ 

Safe in their barns, these Sabine tillers sent 
Their brethren out to battle—why? for Rent! 

Year after year tlicy voted cent, per cent. 620 
blood, sweat, and tear-wrung millions—why ? for Rent I 
They roar'd, they dined, they drank, they swore they 
meant 

To die for England—why then live? for Rent! 

The peace has made one general malcontent 
Of these high-market patriots; war was Rent 1 
Their love of country, millions all inis-spent. 

How reconcile ?—by reconciling Rent. 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 
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No: ilowii with every tiling;, and up witli Rent! 

Their (jood, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent, 
heiiij', end, aim, rcli{>ion—Rent, Rent, Rent! 63 i 
Thou sold’st thy l)irth-ri[;ht, Esau! for a mess: 

Tliou sliouldst have gotten more, or eaten less; 

Now thou hast swill’d thy pottage, thy demands 
Are idle ; Israel says the bargain stands. 

Surh, landlords, was your a[»petite for war. 

And, gorged with blood, you grumble at a scar! 

Wliat, would they ^)read their earthquake even o’er 
Cash ? 

And when land crumldes, bid firm paper crash? 

So n‘nl may rise, bid bank and nation fall, 64 o 
And found on ’(diange a Fwidling Hospital? 

1 ..0, Motlier Church, while all religion writhes. 

Like Niobe, weeps o’er her offspring, Tithes; 

The Prelates go to—where the saints have gone, 

And proud pluralities subside to one; 

' Church, state, and faction, wrestle in the dark, 

Toss’d by the Deluge in their common ark. 

Shorn of her Bishops, banks, and dividends. 

Another Babel soars—but Britain ends. 

And why? to pamper the self-seeking wants, 65 o 
And prop the hill of these agrarian ants. 
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(io to these ants, thou sluggard, and be wise;*' 
Admire their patience through each sacrifice, 

Till taught to feel the lesson of their pride, 

The price of taxes and of homicide; 

Admire their justice, T\diich would fain deny 

The debt of nations:—pray, who made it high? 

\ 

XV. 

Or turn to sail between those shifting rocks, 

The new Symplegades—the efushing Stocks, 

Where Midas might again his wish behold 660 
In real paper or imagined gold. 

That magic palace of Alcina shows 
More wealth than Britain ever had to lose, 

Were all her atoms of unleavened ore, 

And all her pebbles from Pactolus’ shore. 

Tiicre Fortune plays, while Bumour holds the stake, 
And the world trembles to bid brokers break. 

How rich is Britain! not indeed in mines. 

Or peace, or plenty, corn, or oil, or wines; 

No land of Canaan, full of milk and honey, 670 
Nor (save in paper shekels) ready money: 

But let us not to own the truth refuse. 

Was ever Christian land $0 rich in Jews ? 
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riioso parted wilVi tlieir teelV\ to j»ood King 
And now, ye kings! tliey kindly draw your own ; 

All states, all things, all sovereigns they controul, 
And waft a loan ‘‘ from Indus to the Pole.*’ 

The hanker—broker—haron—brethren, speed 
To aid these bankrupt tyrants in llieir need. 

Nor lliosr alone ; Columbia feels no less 680 

Fresh speculations follow each .success; 

And philanlbropic Israel deigns to drain 
Her mild per centage from exhausted Spain. 

Not nilhout Al)raham*s seed can Russia march—• 
’Tis gold, not steel, that rears the con([Ucror’s arch. 
Two .Tews, a cho.scn people, can command 
In every realm their scripture-promised laud ; 

Two .Tews keep down the Romans, and uphold 
The accursed llmi, more brutal than of old: 

Two Jews—but not Samaritans—direct 690 

The world, with all the spirit of their sect. 

What is the happiness of earth to them? 

A Congress forms their “ New Jerusalem,” 

Where baronies and orders both invite— 

Oh, holy Abraham I dost thou see tlie sight ? 

Thy followers mingling with these royal swine, 
Who spit not “ on their Jewisli gaberdine/' 
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l-.ul UoLiouT them as portion of the show— 

(Where now, oli, Pope! is tliy forsal^en toe? 

(louiti it not favour Juil.ili ivith some Licks? 700 
Or has it ceased to kick against the pricks ?”) 

On Slivlock s shore 1 eliold them stand afresh, 

«/ ' 

To cut from nations* hearts their “ pound of flesh.” 

XVI. 

Straii{pj sip,ht this Ooin^rcss! destined to unite 
All tijrit’s inconj^ruous, all that’s opposite. 

1 ; pcak not of the Sovereigns—they’re alike, 

A common coin as ever mint could strike : 

But those V. ho sway the puppets, pull the slrin(|;s, 
Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 

.lews, authors, generals, charlatans, combine, 710 
While Europe wonders at the vast design : 

There Metteriiich, power’s forcmosl parasite, 

Cajoles ; there Wellington forgets to fight; 

There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs; ^ 


* Monsieur Chatcaubriaud, who has not forgoUcii tlic au-^ 
tlior in the minister, received :i handsome compliment at Ve¬ 
rona from a literary sovereipoi t “ Ah ! Monsieur C——, arc 
you related to that Chalcaubi land who—who—who has written 
ionietfiing {ccrit quelque chose.) It is said that the author 
of Atala repented him for a moment of his legitimacy. 



204 


THE AGE OF P.RONZE. 


And subtle Greeks intrigue for stupid Tartars ; 
TJiere Montmorency, the sworn foe to charters, 
Turns a diplomatist of great eclat. 

To furnish articles for the “ Dehats 
Of war so certain—yet not quite so sure 
As his dismissal in the “ Moniteur/' 720 

Alas! how could his cabinet thus err ? 

(ian peace he worth an Ultra-Minister ? 

Tic falls, indeed,—perhaps to rise again, 

Almost as quickly as lie conquerVl Spain-*’ 

XVII. 

Enough of this—a sight more mournful woos 
The averted eye of the reluctant Muse. 

The imperial daughter, the imperial bride, 

The imperial victim—sacrifice to pride; 

The mother of the hero’s hope, the boy, 

The young Astyanax of modern Troy; 780 

The still pale shadow of the loftiest queen 
That earth has yet to see, or e’er hath seen ; 

She flits amidst the phantoms of the hour, 

The theme of pity, and the wreck of power. 

Oh, cruel mockery! Could not Austria spare 
A daughter? What did France's widow there ? 
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Tier fitter place was by St. Helen’s wave— 

Her only throne is in Napoleon’s {'rave. 

But, no,—she still must hold a petty rei(;;n, 

Flank’d by her formidable Cliamberlaiii; ^/\o 

The martial Argus, wliose not liuiidred eyes 
Must watch her through these paltry pageantries. 
What though she share no more and shared in vain 
A sway surpassing tliat of Charlemagne, 

WliicJi swept from Moscow to the Southern seas, 
Yet still she rules the paslorarrealin of cheese, 
Where Parma views the traveller resort 
To note the trappings of her mimic court. 

But slie appears! Verona secs her shorn 

Of all her beams—while nations gaze and mourn— 

Ere yet her husband’s ashes have liad time ^ 5 i 

To chill in tiieir inhospitable clime 

(If ere those aAvful ashes can grow cold— 

But no,—their embers soon will burst the mould) 
She comcsl^the Andromache (but not Btacinc’s, 
Nor Homer’s); lo! on Pyrrhus’ arm she leans! 

Yes! the right arm, yet red from Waterloo, 

Which cut her lord’s half-shatter’d sceptre through 

Is offer’d and accepted! Could a slave 

Do more ? or less ?—and he in his new grave ! 760 
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Tier eye, her chccL, betray no inward strife, 

And tlie /i\r-Iilinpress grows as Ex a wife ! 

So mucli for luiinan ties in royal breasts ! 

WJiy spare men’s feelings, wlicn their own are jests ? 


XYIII. 

but, tired of foreign follies, I turn home, 

And SKCteli the grou|»—the picture s yet to come. 
My Muse ’gan weep, but, ere a tear was spilt. 

She caught Sir William Curlis in u kilt! 

While ihroiigM the (Jiiefs of every Highland clan 
To hail their brother, Vich Jan Alderman ! 770 

Guildhall grows Gael, and echos with khsc roar, 
While all the Comnion Council erv, “ Clavmorel” 
To see proud Albyii’s Tartans as a belt 
Gird the gross sirloin of a City Celt, 

She burst into a laughter so extreme, 

That I awoke—and lo! it was no dream ! 


Here, reader, will we pause;—if there’s no harm in 
Tliis first—you’ll have, perhaps, a second ‘‘ Carmen.” 


THE END. 





THE 


WORKS 


or 


LORD BYRON. 




DON JUAN. 


Dost ilion think, because tlion ait \iiinoiis, iheic shall i>c 
no more Cukea and Ale?—Yes, by St. Anne^ and Giri{;ci 
shall be hot i’ the mouth, ton!”— Night; or 
fVhatyou /f'i’//.—S hakespfari . 




DON JUAN. 


CANTO VI. 


I. 

There is a tide in the affairs of men 

Which taken at the fLood**—you know the rest, 
And most of us have found it, now and then ; 

At least we think so, though but few have guess’d 
The moment, till too late to come again. 

But no doubt every thing is for the best— 

Of which the surest sign is in the end: 

When things are at the worst tliey sometimes mend. 
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CANTO VI. 


II. 

There is a tide in the affairs of women 

“ Which taken at the flood leads”—God knows where: 
Those navigators must be able seamen 
Wliosc charts lay down its currents to a hair ; 

Not all the reveries of Jacob hchinen 
With its strange whirls and eddies can compare:— 
Men, with their heads, reflect on tliis and that— 

But women, with their hearts, or heaven knows what! 


111 . 

And yet a lieadlong, headstrong, downright she, 
Young, beautiful, and daring—who would risk 
A throne, the world, the universe, to be 
Beloved in her own way, and rather whisk 
The stars from out the sky, than not he free 
As are the billows when the breeze is brisk— 
Though such a she’s a devil (if tint there be one). 
Yet siie would make full many a Manichean. 



CANTO VI, 


DON' JUAN. 


IV. 

Thrones, vrorlds, et cetera, are so oft upset 
By roiniiionest Ambition, that when Passion 
O’er* lirows the baine, we readily forget, 

Or at the least forgive, the loving rash one. 

If Anthony be well remember’d yet, 

’Tis not his conquests keep his name in fashion ; 
But Actium, lost for Cleopatra’s eyes. 

Outbalance all the Ca:sar*s victories. 


V. 

He died at fifty for a queen of forty; 

I wish their years had been fifteen and twenty, 

For then wealth, kingdoms, worlds, are but a sport —1 
Remember when, though I had no great plenty 
Of worlds to lose, yet still, to pay my court, I 
Gave what I had—a heart;—as the world went,! 
Gave what was worth a world; for worlds could never 
Restore me those pure feelings, gone for ever. 
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CANTO VI, 


VI. 

rwa.s the boy’s iiiiie,” and, like the “widow’s,” may 
Perhaps be weigh’d hereafter, if not now; 

Pul wliclhcr such things do, or do not, weigh, 

All who have loved, or love, will still allow 
Life iias nought like it. God is love, they say, 

And Love’s a God, or was before the brow 
Of Earth was wrinkled by the sins and tears 
Of—but Chronology best knows the years. 


VII 

We Left out hero and third heroine in 

A kind of state more awkward than uncommon, 

For gentlemen must sometimes risk their skin 
% 

For that sad tempter, a forbidden woman: 
Sultans too much abhor this sort of sin. 

And don’t agree at all with the wise Roman, 
Heroic, stoic Cato, the sententious, 

Who lent his lady to his friend Hortensius. 
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VIII. 

1 know Gulbcyaz was extremely wrong ; 

I own it, I deplore it, I condemn it; 

But I detest all fiction, even in song, 

And so must tell tbe truth, howe’er you blame it. 
Her reason being weak, her passions strong, 

She thought tliat her lord's heart (even could slie 
claim it) • 

Was scarce enough; for he had fifty-nine 
Years, and a fifteen-hundredth concubine. 


IX. 

1 am not, like Cassio, an arithmetician,” 

But by the bookish theoric” it appears. 

If ’tis sixmm’d up with feminine precision, 

That, adding to the account his Highness’ years, 
The fair Sultana err’d from inanition; 

For, were the Sultan just to all his dears. 

She could but claim the fifteenth hundred part 
Of what should be monopoly—the heart. 
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X. 

It is observed that ladies are litigious 
Upon all legal objects of possession, 

And not the least so when they are religious, 

Which doubles what they think of the transgression. 
With suits and prosecutions they besiege us, 

As the tribunals show through many a session, 
When they suspect tliat any one goes shares 
In that to which the law makes them sole heirs. 


XI. 

flow, if this holds good in a Christian land, 

The heathen also, though with lesser latitude, 

Are apt to carry things with a high hand. 

And take what kings call ** an imposing attitude 
And for their rights connubial make a stand, 

When their liege husbands treat them with ingrati¬ 
tude : 

And as four wives must have quadruple claims, 

The Tigris hath its jealousies like Thames. 
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XII. 

(rulbcyaz was the fourth, and (as Ijjaid) 

The favourite ; but what’s favour amongst four 
Polygamy may well be held in dread, 

Not only as a sin, but as a bore :— 

Most wise men with one moderate woman wed, 
Will scarcely find philosophy for more ; 

And all (except Mahometansj^forbear 
To make the nuptial couch a Bed of Ware.” 


XIII. 

His Fliglmess, the sublimest of mankind,— 

So styled according to the usual forms 
Of every monarch, till they are consign’d 
To those sad hungry jacobins, the worms, 

Who on the very loftiest kings have dined,— 

His Highness gazed upon Gulbeyaz’ charms, 
Expecting all the welcome of a lover 
(A “ Highland welcome” all the wide world over). 
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XIV. 

Now here we should distinguish ; for howe’er 
Kisses, sweet words, embraces, and all that, 
May look like what is—neither here nor there; 

They are put on as easily as a hat, 

Or rather bonnet, which the fair sex wear, 
Trimin’d either heads or hearts to decorate, 
Which form an ornament, but no more part 
Of heads, than their caresses of the heart. 


XV. 

A slight blush, a soft tremor, a calm kind 
Of gentle feminine delight, and shown 
More in tlie eyelids than the eyes, resign’d 
Rather to hide what pleases most unknown. 
Are the best tokens (to a modest mind) 

Of love, when seated on his loveliest throne, 
A sincere woman’s breast,—for over warm 
Or over cold annihilates the charm. 
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XVI. 

1 ^'or over warmth, if false, is worse than truth ; 

If true, ’tis no great lease of its own fire ; 

For no one, save in very early youth, 

Would like (I think) to trust all to desire, ^ 
Wliich is but a precarious bond, in sooth, 

And apt to be transferred to the first buyer 
At a sad discount: while youg over chilly 
Women, on Fother hand, seem somewhat silly.— 


XVll. 

That is, we cannot pardon their bad taste, 

For so it seems to lovers swift or slow. 

Who fain'would have a mutual flame confess’d, 
And see a sentimental passion glow. 

Even were St. Francis’ paramour their guest, 

Tn his Monastic Concubine of Snow ;— 

In short, the maxim for the amorous tribe is 
Horatian, Medio tu tutissimus ibis.” 
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The “ tu'* 's too much,—but let it stand—the verse 
Requires it, that’s to say, the English rhyme, 

And not the pink of old Hexameters; 

But, after all, there’s neither tune nor time 
In the last line, whicli cannot well be worse, 

And was thrust in to close the octave’s chime: 

I own no prosody cap ever rate it 

As a rule, but Truth may, if you translate it. 


XIX. 

If fair Gulbeyaz overdid her part, 

1 know not—it succeeded, and success - 
Is much in most things, not less in the heart 
Than other articles of female dress. 
Self-love in man too beats all female art; 

They lie, we lie, all lie, but love no less: 
And no one virtue yet, except Starvation, 
Gould stop that worst of vices-—Propagation. 



r.A!TTO VI. 


DOV JUAV. 


*9 


XX. 

We leave this royal couple to repose j 
A bed is not a throne, and they may sleep, 
WliateVr their dreams be, if of joys or woes ; 

Yet disappointed joys are woes as deep 
As any man’s clay mixture undergoes. 

Our least of sorrows are such as we weep ; 
'Tis the vile daily drop on drijp which wears 
The soul out (like the stone) with petty cares. 


XXI. 

A scolding wife, a sullen son, a bill 
To pay, unpaid, protested, or discounted 
At a per-centage ; a cliild cross, dog ill, 

A favourite horse fallen lame just as he’s mounted; 
A bad old woman making a worse will, 

Which leaves you minus of the cash you couuted 
As certain ;—these are paltry things, and yet 
I’ve rarely seen the man they did not fret. 
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XXII. 

['in a philosopher; confound them all! 

hills, beasts, and men, and—no! not Womankind! 
Witli one good hearty curse I vent my gall, 

And then my Stoicism leaves nought behind 
Which it can either pain or evil call, 

And I can give my whole soul up to mind; 

Though what is soul^or mind, their birth or growth, 
Is more than I know—the deuce take them both. 


XXIII. 

So now all things*are d—n’d, one feels at ease, 
As after reading Athanasius' curse, 

Which dotli your true believer so much please: 

1 doubt if any now could make it worse 
O’er his worst enemy when at bis knees, 

*Tis so sententious, positive, and terse, 

And decorates the book of Common Prayer, 

As doth a Rainbow the just clearing air. 



CANTO VI. 


DOV JL’AN. 


31 


XXIV. 

(lulboyaz and her lord were sleeping, or 
4t least one of them—Oh the heavy night I 
Wlien wicked wives who love some bachelor 
fiie down in dudgeon to sigh for the liglit 
Of the gray morning, and look vainly for 
Its twinkle tiirough the lattice dusky quite, 
To toss, to tumble, doze, revive, and quake 
Lest their too lawful bed-fellow should wake. 


XXV. 

Tlicse are beneath the canopy of heaven, 

Also beneath the canopy of beds 
Four-posted and silk-curtain*d, which are given 
For rich men and their brides to lay their heads 
Upon, in sJieets white as what bards call “ driven 
Snow.” Well! Tis all hap-hazard when one weds. 
Gulbeyaz was an empress, but had been 
Perhaps as wretched if a peasant's quean. 
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XX\1. 

)on Juan, in his feminine disguise, 

Willi all the damsels in their long array, 

Had bow'd themselves before the imperial eyes, 
And, at the usual signal, ta’en their way 
Back to their chambers, those long galleries 
In the Seraglio, where the ladies lay 
Their delicate limbsa thousand bosoms there 
Beating for love, as the caged bird's for air. 


XXVII. 

1 love the sex, and sometimes would reverse 
The tyrant’s wish, that mankind only had 
** One neck, which he with one fell stroke might pierce 
My wish is quite as wide, but not so bad. 

And much more tender on the whole than fierce; 

It being (not now, but only while a lad) 

That Womankind had but one rosy mouth, 

To kiss them all at once from North to South. 
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XXVTII. 

Oh enviable Briareus! with thy hands 

And heads, if tiiou hadst all things multiplied 
In such proportion!—But my muse withstands 
The giant thought of being a Titan’s bride, 

Or travelling in Patagonian lands; 

So let us back to Lilliput, and guide 
Our hero through the labyrinth of love 
In which we left him several lines above. 


XXIX. 

He went forth with the lovely Odalisques, 

At the given signal join’d to their array; 

% 

And though he certainly ran many risks, 

Yet he could not at times keep, by the way 
(Although the consequences of such frisks 
Are worse than the worst damages men pay 
In moral England, where the thing’s a tax), 

From ogling all their charms from breasts to backs. 
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XXX. 

Still lie forgot not liis disguise .-—along 

The galleries from room lo room they walkM, 

A. virgin-like and edifying throng, 

By eunuchs llankM; while at tlieirhe *'* there stai. 
A dame who kept up discipline among 
The female ranks, so that none stirr’^ or talk’d 
Without her sanctio.i on their she-parades: 

Her title was “ tlie Mother of the Maids.” 


XXXI. 

Whether she was a “ mother,” I know not, 

Or whether they were “maids” who call’d her mother; 
But this is her seraglio title, got 
I know not how, but good as any other; 

So Cautemir can tell you, or De Tott: 

Her office was, to keep aloof or smother 
All bad propensities in fifteen hundred 
Young women, and correct them when they blunder’d. 
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XXXII. 

K goodly sinecure, no doubt! but made 
More easy by the absence of all men 
Except bis Majesty, who, with licr aid, 

And guards, and bolts, and walls, and now and tlieii 
A slight example, just to cast a shade 

Along the rest, contrived to keep this den 
Of beauties cool as an Italian convent. 

Where all the passions have, alas! but one vent. 


XXXIII. 

And what is that? Devotion, doubtless—bow 
Gould you ask.such a question?—but we will 
Continue. As 1 said, this goodly row 
Of ladies of all countries at the will 
Qf one good man, with stately march and slow, 
Like water-lilies floating down a rill, 

Or rather lake—for rills do not run slowljr ^— 
Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy. 
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CANTO VI. 
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KXXIY. 

lUit wlicii tlioy rtMcli’cl tiicii* own apartments, tiieii:, 
Like l>irds. or boys, or bedLimites broke loose, 
^Vaves at spring-tidi*, or women any where 

When freed from bonds (wliicli are of no great use 
Vftcr all), or like Irish at a fair, 

Tlitur guards ))eiiig gone, and, as it were, a truce 
I'^stablish’d bctweeif them and bondage, they 
Megan to sing, dance, cliatter, smile, and play. 


XXXV. 

i'lieir talk of coui'sc ran most on the new comer. 

Her shape, her air, her hair, her every thing; 
Some thought her dress did not so much become her. 
Or wonder’d at her ears without a ring ; 

Some said her years were getting nigh their summer, 
Others contended they were but in spring; 

Some thought her rather masculine in height, 

While others wish’d that she had been so quite. 
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XXXVI. 

Hut no one doubted, on the whole, that she 
Was what her dress bespohe, a damsel fair, 

And fresh, and “ beautiful exceedingly,’' 

Who with the brightest Georgians might compart 
They wontler’d how Gulbeyaz too could be 
So silly as to buy slaves who might share 

(If that his Highness wearied ^ his bride) 

Her throne and power, and every thing beside. 


XXXVll. 

But what was strangest in this virgin crew, 
Although her beauty was enough to vex. 

After the first investigating view, 

They all found out as few, or fewer, specks 
In ihe fair form of their companion new, 

Than is the custom of the gentle sex 
When they survey, with Christian eyes or Heathen, 
In a new face “ the ugliest creature breathing.’* 
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XXXVIII. 

And yet they had llicir little jealousies, 

Like all the rest; but upon this occasion, 
Whether there are such things as sympathies 
Without our knowledge or our approbation, 
\ltliougli they could not sec through his disguise, 
All felt a soft kind of concatenation, 

Like Magnetism, or Devilisiu, or what 
You please—we will not quarrel about that: 


XXXIX. 

But certain ’tis they all felt for their new 
Companion something newer still, as ’twere 
A sentimental friendship through and through, 
Extremely pure, which made them all concur 
In wishing her their sister, save a few 
Who wish’d they had a brother just like her, 
Whom, if they were at home in sweet Circassia, 
Tliey would prefer to Padisha or Pacha. 
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XL. 

Of those who had most genius for this sort 
Of sentimental friendship, there were three, 
Lolah, Katinka, and Diidu ;—in short 
(To save description), fair as hiir can be , 

Were they, according to the best report, 

Tliough differing in stature and degree, 

And clime and time, and country and complexion ; 
They all alike admired their new connexion. 


XLI. 

Lolah was dusk as India and as warm ; 

Katinka was a Georgian, white and red, 

With great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm, 

And feet so small they scarce seem'd made to tr^ad, 
But rather skim the earth; while DudiVs form 
Look’d more adapted to be put to bed, 

Being somewhat large and languishing and lazy, 

Yet of a beauty that would drive you crazy. 
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XLII. 

A kind of sleepy Venus seem'd Dudu, 

Yet very fit to “ murder sleep” in those 
Who gazed upon her cheek’s transcendant hue, 

Her Attic forehead, and her Phidian nose : 

Few angles were tliere in her form, 'tis true, 

Tliiiiner she miglit have been and yet scarce lose 
Yet after all, 'twould puzzle to say where 
It would not spoil some separate charm to pare. 


XLIIL 

die was not violently lively, but 
Stole on your spirit like a May-day breaking; 
ler eyes were not too sparkling, yet, half-shut, 
They put beholders in a tender taking; 
he look'd (this simile’s quite new) just cut 
From marble, like Pigmalioii’s statue waking, 
'he Mortal and the Marble still at strife, 
nd timidly expandinginto life. 
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XLIV. 

olali <leinanded tlic new dainsel’s name— 

Juanna.”—Well, a pretty name enough, 
alinka asVd her also whence she came— 

‘‘ From Spain.*'—“Hut where /.v Spain?*’—“ Don* 
ask sucli stufl\ 

Nor show your Tieorgian ignorance—for shame!” 
Said Lolah, with nn accent rather rough, 
o poor Katinka : Spain’s an island near 
Morocco, betwixt Kgypt and Tangier.” 


XLV. 

idu said nothing, but sat down beside 
Juanna, playing with lier veil or hair; 
id, looking at her steadfastly, she sigh’d, 

As if she pitied her for being there, 
pretty stranger without friend or guide, 

And all abash’d too at the general stare 
hich welcomes hapless strangers in all places, 
ith kind remarks upon their mien and faces. 
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Hut licrc the Mother of the Maids drew near, 
Willi Ladies, it is lime to go to rest. 

“ I’m puzzled what to do with you, my dear,” 
She added to Juanna, their new guest: 

“ Your coming has been unexpected here, 

** And every coucli is occupied; you had best 
“ Partake of mine; but by to-morrow early 
“ We will have all tilings settled for you fairly,” 


XLVll. 

Here Lolah interposed—“ Mamma, you know 
You don’t sleep soundly, and 1 cannot bear 
That any body should disturb you so ; 

‘ I’ll take Juanna; we’re a slenderer pair 

Than you would make the half of;—don’t say no, 
‘‘ And I of your young charge will take due care.” 
But here Katinka interfered and said, 

She also had compassion and a bed.” 
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XLVIll. 

Hcsides, I hate to sleep alone,” quotli she. 

The matron frown'd: ‘‘ Why so?”—“ For fear of 
ghosts,” 

Replied Katinka ; am sure I see 
“ A phantom upon each of the four posts'; 

“ And then I have the worst dreams that can be, 
‘^OfGuehres, Giaours, andp inns, and Gouls in hosts. 
The dame replied, ‘‘ Retween your dreams and you, 
“ I fear Juanna’s dreams would be but few. 


XLIX. 

You, Lolah, must continue still to lie 
“ Alone, for reasons which don’t matter ; you 
“ The same, Katinka, until by and bye ; 

Audi shall place Juanna with Dudu, 

Who’s quiet, inoffensive, silent, shy, 

And will not toss and chatter the night through. 
“ What say you, child?”—Dudu said nothing, as 
Iler talents were of the more silent class; 
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Hul she rose up, anil kissM the matron’s brow 
between the eyes, and Lolah on both cheeks, 
Katinka loo ; and with a gentle bow 
(durlseys arc neither used by Turks nor Greeks) 
She took Juanna by the hand to show 

Their place of rest, and left to both their piijues 
'I'he others pouting at iJie matron’s preference 
Of Dudu, tliough they held their tongues from defere 


Id. 

It was a spacious chamber (Oda is 
The Turkish titU) and ranged round the wall 
Were couches, toilets—and inucli more than this 
1 might describe, as 1 have seen it all, 
but it suihees—little was amiss ; 

’Twas on the whole a nobly furnish’d hall, 

V\ ith all things ladies want, save one or two, 

\ud even those were nearer than theys.knew. 
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Ml. 

Duiii'i, as lias bi*cn said, was a sweet creature, 
Not very dasliiiij;, Imt extremely winning, 
Willi tlic most regulated charms of feature, 
Wliic’] painters cannot catch like faces sinning 
Against proportion—the wild stroVes of nature 
Which they hit offal once in the beginning, 
of expression, right or wiong, that strike, 
'\iiil, |)leasing or unpleasing, still are like. 


LIII. 

Ihit she was a soft Landscape of mild Earth, 

Where all was harmony and calm and (|uiet, 
Luxuriant, b4dding ; cheerful without mirth. 
Which if not happiness, is much more nigh it 
Than are your mighty passions and so forth, 

Which .some call “ the sublimeJ wish they’d try 
I’ve seen your stormy seas and stormy women, 

And pity lovers ratlicr more than seamen 
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LIV. 

Hut sLe was pensive more than melancholy, 

And serious more than pensive, and serene, 

It may be, more than either—not unholy 
Her tliouf^hts, at least till now, appear to have been. 
The strangest thing was, beauteous, she was wholly 
Unconscious, albeit turnM of quick seventeen, 

That she was fair, on dark, or short, or tall ; 

She never tliought about herself at all. 


LV. 

And therefore was she kind and gentle as 
The Age of Gold (when Gold was yet unknown, 
by wliich its nomenclature came to pass; 

Tlius most appropriately has been shown 
“ Lucus a non Lucendo,’’ not what was. 

But what /4^as not ; a sort of style that’s growm 
Extremely common in this age, whose metal 
The Devil may decompose but never settle: 



CANTO VI. 


DON JfJAN. 


3- 
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I think it may bw of “ Corinthian brass,” 

Which was a mixture of all metals, hut 
The Brazen up])ermost). Kind reader! pass 
This long parenthesis: I could not shut 
It sooner for the soul of me, and class 

My faults even with your own! which nuMiictli, pul 
A kind construction upon tlniin and me : 

Hut that you won’t—then don’t—I am not less free. 


LVII. 

’Tis time wc should return to plain narration, 

And thus my narrative proceeds;—Dudu, 

With every kindness short of ostentation, 
Sliow’dJuan, or Juanna, throii{;h and through 
Tliis labM'inth of females, and each station 
Described—what’s strange—in words extremely few. 
1 have but one simile, and that’s a blunder. 

For wordless woman, which is silent Thunder. 
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And next slic (javo Jier (I say /nv, because 
The Gender still was Gpicene, at least 
In outward show, which is a saving clause) 
All outline of the Customs of tlie East, 
Willi all their ciipste integrity of laws, 

Hv which tlie more a Ifarain is increased, 

«r ' 

The stricter doubtless ^row the vestal duties 
Of any supernuiiierary beauties. 


LIX. 

Ami then she gave Juanna a chaste kiss: 

Dudii was fond of kissing—which Tin sure 
'J'hat nobody can ever take amiss, 

because ’tis pleasant, so tliat it be pure, 
f\nd between females means no more than this— 
That they have nothing better near, or newer. 

“ Kiss’* rhymes to “ bliss” in fact as well as verse- 
I wish it never led to soinctliing worse. 
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Ill perfect iniioceiicc she then uuinade 
Her toilet, which cost little, for she was 
A Child of Nature, carelessly array'd: 

If fond of a chance o{];le at her glass, 

'Tw.is like the Fawn Avhich, in the lake display’d 
lieholds her own shy, shadowy image pass, 
When first she starts, and thiyi returns to peep, 
Admiring this new Native of the deep. 


LXL 

Vnd one by one her articles of dress 
Were laid aside ; but not Jicfore she offer'd 
Her aid to fair Juanna, whose excess 
Of modesty declined the assistance proffer’d— 
Which past well off—as she could do no less. 
Though by this politessc she rather suffer’d. 
Pricking her fingers with those cursed pins. 
Which surely were invented for our sins,— 
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Makin(; a woman like a porcupine, 

Not to be rashly toucli’J. But still more dread, 
Oil ye I whose fate it is, as once Hwas mine, 

In early youth, to turn a Luly’s maid 
1 did my very boyish best to shine 

I 

Tn tricking her out for a inas([ucradc : 

The pins were placed suflicienlly, but not 
Stuck all exactly in the proper spot. 


LXlll. 

But these are foolish things to all the wise— 

And I love Wisdom more than she loves me; 

My tendency is to philosophize 
On most things, from a tyrant to a tree ; 

But still the spouseless Virgin Knowledge flies. 

What are we ? and whence came we? what shall be 
Our ultimate existence ? what’s our present ? 

Are questions answerlcss, and yet incessant. 
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Tliorc was deep silence in the chamber: dim 
And distant from each other burnM the lights^ 

And Slumber hover'd o'er each lovely limb 
Of the fair occupants: if there be sprites, 

Tlicy should liavc walk'd there in their spritelicst trim 
hy way of chanj^e from their scpulciiral sites, 

And shown themselves as ('ho|ts of better taste 
Than haunting some old ruin or wild waste. 


LXV. 

Many and beautiful lay those around, 

Like (lowers of dilTercnt hue and clime and root. 
In some exotic garden sometimes found, 

With cost and care and warmth induced to shoot! 
One, with her auburn tresses lightly bound, 

And fair brows gently drooping, as the fruit 
Nods from the tree, was slumbering with soft breath 
And lips apart, which show’d the pearls beneath. 
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One, with ber flush’d cheek laid on her white arm, 
And raven ringlets gatlier’d in dark crowd 
Above her brow, lay dreaming soft and warm; 

And smiling tiirougii her dream, as through a clou<i 
The Moon breaks, half unveil’d each further charm, 
As, slightly stirring in her snowy shroud, 

Hot beauties seized t^ic unconscious hour of nigiit 
All bashfully to struggle into light. 


LXVll. 

'fJi is is no bull, although it sounds so ; for 
’Twas night, but there were lamps, as hath been said. 
A third’s all-pallid aspect offer’d more 
The trails of sleeping Soitow, and betray’d 
Through the heaved breast the dream of some far shore 
Beloved and deplored; while slowly stray'd 
(As Night Dew, on a Cypress glittering, tinges 
Tlic black hough) tear-drops through her eyes’ dark 
fringes. 
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A fourtli, as marble, statuc-Iike and still, 

Lay in a breathless, hush’d, and stony sleep; 
Wliite, cold, and pure, as looks a frozen rill, 

Or llie snow minaret on an Alpine steep, 

Or Lot’s wife done in salt,—or what you will;— 
My similes are gather’d in a heap, 

So pick and choose—])erhaps ^oull be content 
Willi a carved lady on a monument. 


LXIX. 

And lo! a fifth appears;—and what is she f 
A lady of a certain age,” which means 
Ortainly aged—what heryeai*s might be 
I know not, never counting past their teens; 
but there she slept, not quite so fair to see, 

As ere that awful period intervenes 
Which lays both men and women on the shelf, 
To meditate upon their sins and self. 
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Bui all this time how slept, or dream'd, Dudu ? 

With strict inquiry I could ne’er discover, 

\ud scorn to add a syWalAe untrue ; 

But ere the middle watch was hardly over, 

Just when the fading lamps waned dim and blue, 
And phantoms hover’d, or might seem to hover. 
To those who like tlieir company, about 
The apartment, on a sudden she scream’d out: 


LXXI. 

And that so loudly, that upstarted all 
The Oda, in a general commotion: 

Matron and maids, and those whom you may call 
Neither, came crowding like the waves of ocean, 

One on tlie other, throughout the whole hall, 

All trembling, wondering, without the least notion. 
More than I have myself, of what could make 
The calm Dudu so turbulently wake. 
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LXXIL 

But wide awake she was, and round her bed, 

Willi iloating draperies and willi flying hair, 

With eager eyes, and liglil but hurried tread, 

And bosoms, arms, and ancles glancing bare, 

And bright as any meteor ever bred. 

By the North Pole,—they sought her cause of care, 
For she seem'd agitated, flush’d, and frighten’d, 

Tier eye dilated and her colour heighten’d. 


LXXIII. 

But what is strange—and a strong proof how great 
A blessing is sound sleep—Juanna lay 
As fast as ever Imsband by his mate 
In holy matrimony snores away. 

Not all the clamour broke her happy state 
Of slumber, ere they shook her,—so they say 
At least,—and then she too unclosed her eyes, 

And yawn’d a good deal with discreet surprise. 
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And now commenced a strict investigation, 

Which, as all spoke at once, and more than once 
Conjecturing, wondering, asking a narration, 

Alike might puzzle either wit or dunce 
'Fo answer in a very clear oration. 

Dudu had never pass’d for wanting sense, 

But, being no oraWr, as Brutus is,” 

'.oiiUl not at first expound what was amiss. 


LXXV. 

t length she said, that, in a slumber sound, 

She drcain’d a dream of walking in a wood— 

“ wood obscure,” like that where Dante found 
Himself in at the age when all grow good ; 

I'e's half-way house, where dames with virtue crown’d 
i\un much less risk of lovers turning rude;— 
d that this wood was full of pleasant fruits, 
d trees of goodly growth and spreading roots ; 

* Ncl mezKo del Cainmiif di nosira vita 

** Mi ricroTai per ana Selva oscura,’' etc. etc. etc. 



CANTO VI. 


DON Jl AN. 



LXXVI. 

Ami ill the midst a ({olden apple grew,— 

A mosl prodigious pippin—but it hung 
bather too high and distant; that she threw 
Tier glances on it, and then, longing, flung 
Stones, and whatever she could pick up, to 

bring down the fruit, which still perversely ciun 
To its own hough, and dangltd yet in sight, 
but always at a most provoking height;— 


LXXVIl. 

That on a sudden, when she least had hope, 

It fell down of its own accord, before 
Her feet; that her first movement was to stoop 
And pick it up, and bite it to the core ; 

That just as her young lip began to ope 
Upon the golden fruit the vision bore, 

A bee flew out and stung her to the heart, 

And so—she awoke with a great scream and start. 
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All tins she told with soiiu; confusion and 
Dismay, the u.siird roiiscMpicnce of dreams 
Of the unjikMSant kind, with none at hand 
To expound llieir vain and visionary (;lcams. 

I've known soiw odd ones which seem'd really plan 
Prophetically, or that which one ilceins 
** A slranj_'e coincidcflco,” to use a phrase 
liy which such thin^^s are stdllod now-a-days. 


LXXIX. 

The damsels, Avho had thoughts of^some great harm 
Began, as is the consequence of fear, 

To scold a little at the false alirm 
That broke for nothing on their sleeping car. 

The matron too was wroth to leave her warm 
Bed for the dream she had been obliged to hear, 
And chafed at poor Dudu, who only sigh'd. 

And said that she was sorry she had cried. 



CANTO VI. 


DON JDAN. 


LXXX. 

Tvc licard of stories of a cock and bull; 

but visions of an apple and a bee, 

'J’o take us from our natural rest, and pull 

** The whole Oda from their beds at half*pasL three, 

Would make us think the moon is at its full. 

You surely arc unwell, child! }ve must see, 

“ To-morrow, what his lTi{rhncss’s physician 
Will say to this hysteric of * vision. 


LXXXI. 

And poor Juanna too ! the child’s first night 
Within these walls, to be broke in upon 
With sucli a clamour—I had thought it right 
That the young stranger should not lie alone, 

And as the quietest of all, she might 
With you, Dudu, a good night’s rest have known; 
But now I must transfer her to the charge 
Of Lolah—though her couch is not so large.” 
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Lolah*s eyes sparkled at the proposition ; 

But poor Dudu, with large drops in her own, 
Resulting from the scolding or the vision, 
Implored that present pardon might be shown 
For this first fault, and that on no condition 
(She added in a soft and piteous tone), 

.l'•ianIla sliould be taken from her, and 
ITer future dreams should all be kept in hand. 


LXXXIIJ. 

She promised never more to Jiavc a dream, 

At least to dream so loudly as just uow ; 

She wonder’d at herself how she could scream— 
’Twas foolish, nervous, as she must allow, 

A fond hallucination, and a theme 

For laugliter—but she felt her spirits low, 

And begg’d they would excuse her; she’d get over 
This weakness in a few hours, and recover. 
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LXXXIV. 

And here Juaniia kindly interposed, 

And said she felt herself extremely well 
Where she then was, as her sound sleep disclosed 
When all around rang like a tocsin-bell: 

She did not find herself the least disposed 
To quit her gentle partner, and to dwell 
Apart from one who had no sin to show, 

Save that of dreaming once iftal-a*propos/' 


LXXXV. 

As thus Juanna spoke, Dudu turn’d jround 
And hid her face within Juanna’s breast; 
Her neck alone was seen, but that was found 
The colour of a budding rose’s crest. 

1 can’t tell why she blush’d, nor can expound 
The mystery of this rupture of their rest; 
All that I know is, that the facts I state 
Are true as truth has ever been of late. 
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And so good night to llicm,—or, if you will, 

Good morrow—for the cock liad crown, and light 
IVgaii to do I he cadi Asiatic hill, 

\ni\ the iuos([iio ciosccnl struggled into sight 
Of tlie long caravan, which in the cliill 

Of dewy dawn wound slowly round each height 
That stretches to the stony belt wliidi girds 
Asia, where KalF Idhks down upon the Kurds. 


hXXXVIl. 

With the first ray, or rather gray of morn, 
Giilbeyaz rose from restlessness; and pale 
As Passion rises, with its bosom worn, 

Array’d herself witli mantle, gem, and veil: 
Tlie nightingale that sings with the deep thorn, 
Which Fable places in her breast of wail. 

Is lighter far of heart and voice than those 
Whose headlong passions form their proper woes. 
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And that’s tlic moral of this composition, 

If people "would but sec its real drift;— 
but ihdt they will not do without suspicion, 
because all {'cntlc readers liavc the (jift 
Of clo.sin{r ’gainst the light their orbs of vision ; 

’While gentle wiiters also love td lift 
Their voices ’gainst each other, which is natural— 
The nunibeis are too great for tlieui to flatter all. 


LXXXIX. 

Rose the Sultana from a bed of sjilendour,— 

Softer than the soft Sybarite’s, wlio cried 
Aloud Ijccausc bis feelings were too tender 
To brook a ruflied rose-leaf by bis side,— 

So beautiful that art could little mend licr, 

Though pale with conflicts between love and pride 
So agitated was she with her error, 

She did not even look into the mirror. 
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Also arose about the self same time, 

Perliaps a little later, her great lord, 

Master of thirty kingdoms so sublime, 

And of a wife by whom he was abhorr’d ; 

A thing of much less import in that clime— 
At least to those of incomes which afford 
The filling up their whole connubial cargo— 
Than where two wives are under an en^bargo. 


xa. 

lie did not think much on the matter, nor 
Indeed on any other : as a man, 
lie liked to have a handsome paramour 
At hand, as one may like to have a fan, 

And therefore of Circassians liad good store, 

As an amusement after the Divan ; 

Though an unusual fit of love, or duty, 

Had made him lately bask in his bride's beauty. 
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And now he rose: and, after due ablutions, 
Exacted by the customs of the East, 

And prayers and other pious evolutions, 

He drank six cups of coffee at the least, ' 

And then withdrew to hear about the Russians, 
Whose victories had recently inT’.reased, 

In Catherine’s reign, whom glory still adores 
As greatest of all sovereigns and w—s. 


XCIII. 

But oh, thou grand legitimate Alexander! 

Her son’s son, let not this last phrase offend 
Thine ear^ if it should reach,—and now rhymes wander 
Almost as far as Petersburgh, and lend 
A dreadful impulse to each loud meander 
Of murmuring Liberty’s wide waves, which blend 
Their roar even with the Baltic’s,—so you be 
Your father’s son, ’tis quite enough for me. 
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'Jo c.ill men love-bcfjotleii, or proclaim 
Their mothers as the antipodes of Timon, 
Ihat haler of mankind, would be a bhamc, 

A. libel, or wliale’cr you please to rhyme on : 
but people’s aiieeslors are history's fjainc ; 

And if one lady’s slip coLild leave a crime on 
All (generations, I should like to know 
VS’liat pcdip,ree lh<! best woulil have to show ^ 


XCV. 

Mad (latlicrinc ard the Sultan understood 
Tlicir own true interests, which kinp,s rarely know, 
Until ’tis taupjht by lessons rather rude, 

• There was a way to end their strife, although 
Perhaps precarious, had they but thought good, 
Without the aid of Prince or Plcnipo : 

Slie to dismiss her guards and he his liaram, 

And for their other matters, meet and share ’em. 



CANTO VI. 


DON JCaN. 


57 


XCVI. 

Hut as it was, 1.' ’ Highness had to hold 
Ills daily council i*;^ou wavs ami means, 
How to encounler with tliis martial scold, 

V 

This modern Amazon and Queen of Queans ; 
\nd the [lei’jih'xity c dd not be told 
Of ,iH llir j.di.irs stale, wCich leans 

Snincliiucs a \ lieavv on the hacks 
Of tliose who caiinoi. lay on a new tax. 


XCVIl. 

Meantime Oulbeyaz -•vhen lier king was gone, 
Retired into ' houdoit, a sweet place 
I'or love or hreakfa^f ; private, pleasing, lone, 
And rich with all contrivances udiich grace 
Those gay rcccs.sos:—many a precious stone 
Sparkled along its roof, ard many a vase 
Of porcelain held in the fetter’d Rowers, 

Those captive soothers of a captive's hours. 

3 . 
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XCVIII. 

Mother of pearl, and porphyry, and marble, 

Vied vrith each other on this costly spot; 

And singin^r birds without were heard to warble ; 

And the stain’d glass which lighted this fair grot 
Varied each ray but all descriptions garble 
The true eflect, and so we had better not 
IV too minute; an outline is tlie best,— 

A lively reader’s fancy does tlie rest. 


XCTX. 

And here slie summon’d Baba, and required 
Don Juan at his hands, and information 
Of what had past since all the slaves retired. 

And whether he had occupied their station; 

If matters had been managed as desired, 

And his disguise with due consideration 
Kept up; and above all, the where and how 
He had pass’d the night, was what she wish’d to know. ' 
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c. 

Baha, with some embarrassment, replied 
To this long catechism of questions ask’d 
More easily tlian answer’d,—that he had tri^d 
His best to obey in what he iiad been task’d ; 

But tlicrc seem'd something that he wish’d to hide, 
fVhich hesitation more betray’d than mask’d;— 
He scratch’d his car, the infallible resource 
To which embarrass’d people have recourse. 


Cl. 

Oulbeyaz was no model of true patience, 

Nor much disposed to wait in word or deed , 

She liked quick answers in all conversations; 

And when she saw him stumbling like a steed 
In his replies, she puzzled him for fresh ones; 

And as Jiis speech grew still more broken-knec’d, 
Her cheek began to flush, her eyes to sparkle, 

And her proud brow’s blue veins to swell and darkle. 
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When Baba saw tiicsc symptoms, which he knew 
I'o bode him no (^rcat good, he deprecated 
Her anger, and bc.*>eccli’d she’d hear him through- 
lie could not help the thing which he related: 
Then out it came at lenglh, llial to Dudii 

Juan was given in charge, as hath been stated ; 
but not by baba’s fault, he said, and swore on 
TIic holy camel’s hump, besides the Koran. 


cm. 

The chief dame of the Oda, upon whom 
The discipline of the whole Harain bore, 

As soon as they re-enter’d their own room, 

For Baba’s function stopt short at the door, 
Had settled all; nor could he then presume 
(The aforesaid Baba) just then to do more, 
Without exciting such suspicion as 
Might make the matter still worse than it was. 
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CIV. 

He ho[»ctl, indeed Jic thought lie could be sure 
.luaii had not betray'd hinisclf; in fact 
'Tivas certain that Ids conduct had been jiiirc, 
T’«;eaiise a foolish or iinprudenl act 
Would not alone Jiave made him insecure, 
but ended in his being found out and sack'd^ 
And llirown into the sea.—Thus baba s])oke 
Of all save DudiVs dream, which was no joke. 


CV. 

This he discreetly kept in the hack ground, 

And talk'd away—‘and might have talk'd till now, 
For any further answer that he found, 

So deep an anguish wrung Gulbcya// brow; 

Her cheek turn'd ashes, cars rung, brain whirl’d round, 
As if she Lad received a sudden blow, 

And the heart’s dew of pain sprang fast and chilly 
O'er her fair front, like Morning’s on a lily. 
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CVI. 

AUliough she was not of the fainting sort, 

Baba thought she would faint, but there lie err'd— 
ll was but a convulsion, wliich though short 
Can never be described ; we all have heard. 

And some of us have felt thus “ nllamorl,'* 

When things beyond the common have occurr d;— 
(iiilheyaz proved in tjiat brief agony 
What she could ne’er cypress—then how should I ? 


evil. 

She stood a moment, as a Pythoness 
Stands on her tripod, agonized, and full 
Of inspiration gather’d from distress, 

When all the heart-strings like wild horses pull 
The heart asunder;—then, as more or less 

Their speed abated or their strength grew dull, 
She sunk down on her seat by slow degrees. 

And bow'd her throbbing head o'er trembling knees. 
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CVIII. 

Her face declined and was unseen; lier hair 
Fell in long tresses like the weeping willow, 
Sweeping the marble underneath her chair, 

Or rather sofa (for it was all pillow,— 

A low, soft Ottoman), and black Despair 

Slirr’d up and down her bosom*like a billow, 
Which rushes to some shore whose shingles check 
Its farther course, but must receive its wreck. 


CIX. 

Her head hung down, and her long hair in stooping 
Conceard her features better than a veil; 

And one liand o'er the Ottoman lay drooping. 
White, waxen, and as alabaster pale: 

Would that I were a painter! to be grouping 
All that a poet drags into detail! 

Oh tliat my words were colours! but their lints 
May serve perhaps as outlines or slight hints. 
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CX. 

liaba, who knew by experience when to talk 
And when to hold las tongue, now held it till 
I'liis passion might blow o’er, nor dared to balk 
(lulbeyaz* taciturn or speaking will. 

At length she rose up, and began to walk 
Slowdy along the room, but silent still, 

And her brow clear'd, but not her troubled eye— 
The wind was down,* but still the sea ran high. 


CXI. 

She stopp'd, and raised her head to speak—but paused 
And then inoyed on again with rapid pace; 

Then slacken'd it, which is the inarch most caused 
By deep emotion:—you may sometimes trace 
A feeling in each footstep, as disclosed 
By Sallust in his Catiline, who, chased 
By all the demons of all passions, show’d 
Their work even by the way in which he trode. 
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CXII. 

Gulbeyaz stoppM and beckon'd baba;—“ Slave ! 

“ Bring the two slaves!” she said in a low tone, 
But one which Baba did not like to brave, 

And yet ho sliuddcr'd, and seem'd rather prone 
To prove reluctant, and begg'd leave to crave 

(Though he well knew the mcaiiing) to be shown 
What slaves her Iliglmcss wish'd to indicate. 

For fear of any error like the late. 


CXIIl. 

“ The Georgian and her paramour,” replied 
The Imperial Bride—and added, ** Let the boat 
“ Be ready by the secret portal's side 

You know the rest.” The words stuck in her« 
throat, 

Despite her injured love and fiery pride ; 

And of this Baba willingly took note, 

And begg’d by every hair of Mahomet's beard, 

She would revoke the order he had heard. 
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‘‘ To hear is to obey,” he said; “ but still, 

Sultana, think upon the consequence: 

It is not that 1 shall not all fulfil 

“ Your orders, even in their severest sense ; 

hut such precipitation may end ill, 

“ liven at yoYir own imperative expense : 

do not mean destruction and exposure 

« 

“In case of any premature disclosure ; 


CXV. 

“ But your own feelings.—Even should all the rest 
Be hidden by the rolling waves, which hide 
“ Already many a once love-beaten breast 
“ Deep in the caverns of the deadly tide— 

“ You love this boyish, new Seraglio guest, 

“ And—if this violent remedy be tried— 

“ Excuse my freedom, when I here assure you, 

“ That killing him is not the way to cure you.” 
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CXVI. 

“ What dost thou know of love or feeling ?—wretch! 
Begone!’’ she cried, with kindling eyes, ** and do 
My bidding!” Baba vanish’d; for to stretch 
His own remonstrance further, lie well knew, 

Might end in acting as his own Jack Ketch 
And, though he wish’d extremedy to get througli 
This awkward business without harm to others, 

He still preferr’d his own nec*k to another’s. 


CXVII. 

Away he went then upon his commission, 

Growling and grumbling in good Turkish phrase 
Against all women, of whate’er condition. 
Especially Sultanas and their ways; 

Their obstinacy, pride, and indecision, 

Their never knowing their own mind two days. 
The trouble that they gave, their immorality, 
Which made him daily bless his own neutrality. 
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And then lie callM his brethren to his aid, 

And sent one on a suiiiinons to the pair, 

That they must instantly be well array’d, 

And, above all, be comb’d even to a hair, 

Mid J)rou{;ht before the Empress, wlio had made 
Tiiqiiirics aftin* them willi kindest care : 

At which Dudii look’d strange, and Juan silly ; 
But go they must at'once, and Will I—Nill I. 


CXIX. 

And here I leave them at their preparation 
For the imperial presence, wliereiu whether 
(vulbeyaz showM them both commiseration, 
Or got rid of the parties altogether— 

Like other angry ladies of her nation,— 

Are things the turning of a hair or feather 
May settle ; but far be’t from me to anticipate 
In what way feminine caprice may dissipate. 
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I leave them for the present, with good wishes, 
Though doubts of their well doing, to arrange 
Anotlier part of history ; for the <lishcs 

0i this our banquet we must sometimes change 
And, trusting Juan may escape tlie fishes, 
Although his situation now secnis strange 
And scarce secure, as such digressions arc fair, 
The Muse w'ill take a little touch at warfare 
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On Love! Oh Glory! what are ye ? who fly 
Around us ever, rarely to alight: 

There’s not a meteor in the Polar sky 

Of such transcendant and more fleeting flight. 
Chill, and chain’d to cold earth, we lift on high 
Our eyes in search of either lovely light; 

A thousand and a thousand colours they 
Assume, then leave us on our freezing way. 
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II. 

And such as they arc, such my present tale is, 

A non-descript and ever-varying rhyme, 

A versified Aurora liorealis, 

Which flaslies o'er a waste and icy clime. 
When we know what all arc, we must liewail us 
r>ut ne’er the less I hope it is no crime 
To laugV at all things: for I wish to know 
uniatf after ali, are all things—but a Shotv ? 


m. 

They accuse me— Me —tlic present writer of 
The present jiocm, of—I know not what,— 

A tendency to undcr-ratc and scoff 

At human power and virtue, and all that; 

And this they say in language rather rough. 

Good God! I wonder what they would be at! 
I say no more than has been said in Dante*s 
Verse, and by Solomon, and by Cervantes; 
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IV. 

Ry Swift, by Macliiavel, by Kochefoucault, 

By Feiiclon, by Luther, and by PJato ; 

By Tillolson, and Wesley, and Rousseau, 

Wlio knew this life wms not worth a potato. 
’Tis not their fault, nor mine, if this be so— 
For my part, T pretend not to be Cato, 

Nor even Diogenes.—We live and die, 

Rut which is best, you know no more than I. 


V. 

Socrates said, our only knowledge was 
‘‘To know that nothing could be knowna pleasant 
Science enough, which levels to an ass 
Each Man of Wisdom, future, past, or present. 
Newton (that Proverb of the Mind), alas! 

Declared, with all his grand discoveries recent, 

That he himself felt only “ like a youth 
“ Picking up shells by the great Ocean—Truth.” 


YOL. XIY. 



DON JUAN. 


CANTO VII. 



VI. 

Kcclesiastes said, that all is Vanity— 

Most modern preachers say the same, or show it 
Uy their examples of true Christianity; 

In short, all know, or very soon may know it. 
\iul in this scene of ail-confess’d inanity, 
lly saint, by sage, by preacher, and by poet, 

I 

Must 1 restrain me, through the fear of strife, 
From holding up the Nothingness of life? 


VII. 

Dogs, or Men I (for I flatter you in saying 
That ye are dogs—your betters far) ye may 
Read, or read not, what 1 am now essaying 
To sliow ye what ye are in every way. 

As little as the moon stops for the baying 
Of wolves, will the bright Muse withdraw one 
From out her skies;—then howl your idle wrath ! 
Wiiile she still silvers o'er your gloomy path. 
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VIII. 

Fierce loves and faithless wars*’—I am not sure 
If tliis be the right reading—’tis no matter ; 
The fact’s about the same, 1 am secure;— 

I sing them both, and am about to batter 
A town which did a famous siege endure, 

And was beleaguer’d both by land and waU;r 
By SuvarofF, or aiiglice Suwarrow, 

Who loved blood as an Alderman loves marrow. 


IX. 

The fortress is call’d Ismail, and is placed 
Upon the Danube’s left branch and left bank, 
W^ith buildings in the oriental taste, 

But still a fortress of the foremost rank, 

Or was, at least, unless ’tis since defaced, 

Which with your conquerors is a common prank 
It stands some eighty versts from the high sea, 

And measures round of toises thousands three. 
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X. 

Within tho extent of this fortification 
A lioroiiph is comprised, along the height 
Upon the left, whicli, from its loftier station, 
Commands the city, and upon its site 

f 

V Greek had raised around this elevation 
A quantity of palisades upright^ 

So placed as to impede the fire of tliosc 
AVlio held the place, and to assist the foe's. 


XT. 

This circumstance may serve to give a notion 
Of the high talents of this new Yauban : 

But the town ditch below was deep as ocean, 
The rampart higher than you*d wish to hang: 
But then there was a great want of precaution 
(Prithee, excuse this engineering slang), 

Nor work advanced, nor cover'd way was there. 
To hint at least Here is no thoroughfare.'* 
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XII. 

Rut a Slone bastion, with a narrow [(ori’c, 

And walls as tliicli as most sculls born as >ct, 
Two batteries, cap-a-jiee, as our St. George,, 
Gasc-matcd one, and I’ollier “ a barbette,’* 
Of Danube’s liank took foriiiidablc cliar( 5 o ; 

WJiilc two-and-lwenty cannon,*duly set, 

Rose over the town’s right side, in bristling tier, 
Forty feet high, upon a cavalier. 


XIII. 

But from the river the town’s open quite, 

Because the Turks could never be persuaded 
% 

A Russian vessel e’er would heave in sight; 

And such their creed was, till they were invaded. 
When it grew rather late to set things right. 

But as the Danube could not well be waded, 
They look’d upon the Muscovite flotilla, 

And only shouted, Alla!” and Bis Millah!” 
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The Russians now were ready to attack; 

But oil, ye Goddesses of war and glory ! 

How shall I spell the name of each Cossacque 
Who were iniiiiortal, could one tell their story'' 
Alas! what to their memory can lack ? 

Achilles self was not more grim and gory 
Than thousands of this new and polish'd nation, 
Whose names want nothing but—pronunciation. 


XV. 

Still ril record a few, if but to increase 
Our euphony—there was Strongenoff, and Strokonoif, 
Meknop, Serge Lwdw, Arseniew of modern Greece, 

* And TschitsshakofT, and Roguenoff, and Ghokenoff, 
And others of twelve consonants a piece; 

And more might be found out, if I could poke enough 
Into gazettes; but Fame (capricious strumpet!) 

It seems has got an ear as well as trumpet. 
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And cannot tunc those discords of narration, 

Which may be names at Moscow, into rhyme. 

Yet there were several worth commemoration, 

As e'er was vir^^in of a nuptial chime; 

Soft words too, fitted for the peroration 
Of Londonderry, drawling agaihst time. 

Ending in“i.schsltin,” “ousekin,’’ “ iffskchy,*' “ ouski 
Of whom we can insert but Rousamouski, 


XVII. 

ScherematofF and ClirematofT, Koklophti, 
Koclobski, Kourakin, and Mouskin Pottskin, 
All proper men of Weapons, as e*er scofTd high 
Against a foe, or ran a sabre through skin: 
Little cared they for Mahomet or Mufti, 

Unless to make their kettle*-drums a new skin 
Out of their hides, if parchment had grown dear, 
And no more handy substitute been near. 
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Then there were foreljjners of iiiucli renown, 

Of various nations, and all volunteers ; 

Not fighting for their country or its crown, 
lUit wishing to he one day brigadiers; 

Also to have the sacking of a town— 

A jdcasant thhig to young men at their years. 
’Mongst them were several Englishmen of pith, 
Sixteen callM Thomson, and nineteen named Smith. 


XIX. 

Jack Thomson and Bill TJioinsoii;—all the rest 
Had been call’d “ Jemmj'* after the great bard; 
I don’t know wliether they had arms or crest, 

« Hut such a godfather’s as good a card. 

Tliree of the Smiths were Peters; but tlie best 
Amongst them all, hgird blows to inflict or ward, 
Was /le, since so renownM in country quarters 
At Halifaxbut now he served the Tartars. 
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Tlic rest were Jacks and GilJs and Wills and Hills, 
Hut wlicn IVo added that the cider Jack Smith 
Was horn in Cumberland among; the hills, 

Ami that his father was an honest blacksmith. 

I've said all / know of a name that fills 

Three lines of the dispatch in takihg ^‘Schmacksiiiith, 
A village of Moldavia's waste, wherein 
He fell, immortal in a bulletin. 


XXI. 

I wonder (although Mars no doubt's a God I 
Praise) if a man's name in a bulletin 
May make 4]p for a bullet in his body? 

1 hope this little question is no sin, 
because, though I am but a simple noddy, 

I think one Shakespeare puts the same thought in 
The mouth of some one in his plays so doating, 
Which many people pass for wits by quoting. 

4 . 
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XXII. 

Then there were Frenchmen, gallant, young, and gay 
Rut Tin too great a patriot to record 
Their Gallic names upon a glorious day; 

rd rather tell ten lies than say a word 
Of truth ;—such truths are treason; they betray 
Their country, and, as traitors are abhorred, 

Who name the French in English, save to show 
How Peace should make John Bull the Frenchman's foe 


XXIII. 

The Russians, having built two batteries on 
An isle near Ismail, had two ends in view; 
The first was to bombard it, and knock down 
The public buildings, and the private too, 
No matter what poor souls might be undone. 

The city’s shape suggested this, 'tis true; 
Form’d like an amphitheatre, each dwelling 
Presented a fine mark to throw a shell in. 
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XXIV. 

Tlie second object was to profit by 
Tlie moment of the general consternation, 

To attack tlie Turk’s flotilla, which lay nigh, 
Extremely tranquil, anchor’d at its station : 

But a tliird motive was as probably 
To frighten them into capitulation; 

A phantasy which sometime^ seizes warriors, 
Unless they are game as bull-dogs and fox-terriers. 


XXV. 

A habit rather blatneable, which is 
That of despising those we combat with, 

Common in many cases, was in this 
The cause of killing Tchitchitzkoff and Smith ; 

One of the valourous^* Smiths” whom we shall miss 
Out of those nineteen who late rhymed to ** pith 
But’ tis a name so spread o’er Sir” and Madam/’ 
That one would think the first who bore it Adax/’ 
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The Russian batteries were incomplete, 

Hccausc they were coiistractcd in a hurry, 
rims, the same cause which makes a verse want feel, 
And throws a cloud o’er Lon^^man and John Murra 
When the sale of new hooks is not so fleet 
As liicy who pVint them think is necessary, 

May likewise put o(F for a time what story 

m 

Sometiiues calls “ murder,” and at others “ glory.” 


XXVII. 

Whether it was their engineers' stupidity. 

Their haste, or waste, I neither know nor care, 
Or some contractor s personal cupidity. 

Saving his soul by cheating in the ware 
Of homicide; but there was no solidity 
In the new batteries erected there; 

Tiiey either missM, or they were never miss'd, 
And added greatly to the missing list. 
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XXVIll. 

.\ sad miscalculation about distance 
Made all tlicir naval matters incorrect; 

Three lirc-ships lost their amiable existence 
before they reach’d a spot to take effect: 

The match was lit too soon, and no assistance 
Could remedy this lubberly defdct; 

They blew up in the middle of the river, 

While, thou(*h ’twas dawn, the Turks slept fast as ever. 


xxrx. 

At seven they rose, however, and survey’d 
The Russ flotilla getting under way; 

'Twas nine, when still advancing undismay’d. 
Within a cable’s length their vessels lay 
Off Ismail, and commenced a cannonade, 

Which was return’d with interest, 1 may say, 
And by a Arc of musquetry and grape, 

And shelb and shot of every size and shape. 
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XXX. 

For six hours bore they without intermission 
The Turkish Hre ; and, aided by their own 
liand batteries, work’d their guns with great precision 
At length they found mere cannonade alone 
Ry no means would produce the town’s submission, 
And made a signal to retreat at one. 

One bark blew up; a second, near the works 
Running aground, was taken by the Turks. 


XXXI. 

The Moslem too had lost both ships and men; 

Rut when they saw the enemy retire, 

Their Delhis mann’d some boats, and sail’d again, 
And galTd the Russians with a heavy fire, 

And tried to make a landing on the main. 

But here the effect fell short of their desire : 
Count Damas drove them back into the water 
Pell mell, and with a whole gazette of slaughter. 
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‘‘ If” (says the historian here) “ I could report 
All that the Russians did upon this day, 

I think that several volumes would fall short, 
“ And I should still have many things to'say 
And so he says no more—but pays his court 
To some distinguish’d strangers "in that fray, 
The Prince de Ligne, and Langeron, and Damas, 
Names great as any that the roll of Fame has. 


xxxni. 

This being the case, may show us what fame is: 

For out of these three ** preux chcualiers,'* how 
Many of common readers give a guess 
That such existed ? (and they may live now 
For ought we know.) Renown’s all hit or miss; 

There’s Fortune even in Fame, we must allow. 
’Tis true, the Memoirs of the Prince de Ligne 
Have half withdrawn from him oblivion's screen. 
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I'ut here arc men wlio fouglit in {gallant actions 
As gallantly as ever heroes fouglit, 
lUit hurled in tlic heap of such transactions— 
Their names arcnrarcly found, nor often sought. 
Tims even good Fame may suffer sad contractions, 
And is extinguish’d sooner than she ought: 

Of all our modern battles, I will bet 

You can’t repeat nine names from each gazette. 


XXXY. 

hi short, this last attack, though rich in glory, 
Show’d that somewhere, somehow^ there was a fault 
And Admiral Ribas (known in Russian story) 

« Most strongly recommended an assault; 

In which he was opposed by young and hoary, 

Which made a long debatebut I must halt; 

For if I wrote down every warrior’s speech, 

1 doubt few readers e’er would mount the breadi. 
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XXXVI. 

There was a man, if that he was a man,— 

Not tliat Ills manhood could )3e call’d in question, 
For, had he not been Hercules, his span 
Had been as short in youth as indigestion 
Made Ills last illness, when, all worn and wan, 

He died heueath a tree, as much*unbless’d on 
The soil of the green province he had wasted, 

As e’er was locust on the land it blasted ;— 


XXXVII. 

This was Potemkin—a great thing in days 
Wlicn homicide and harlotry made great; 

If stars and titles could entail long praise, 

His glory might half equal his estate. 

This fellow, being six foot high, could raise 
A kind of phantasy proportionate 
In the then Sovereign of the Russian people, 
Who measured men as you would do a steeple. 



DON JUAN. 


CANTO VII. 


C|U 
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While things were in abeyance, Ribas sent 
A. courier to the Prince, and he succeeded 
In ordering matters after his own bent. 

1 cannot tell the way in which he pleaded, 
But shortly he had cause to be content. 

In the mean time the batteries proceeded, 
And fourscore cannon on the Danube’s border 
Were briskly hred and answer’d in due order. 


XXXIX. 

But on the thirteenth, when already part 
Of the troops were embark’d, the siege to raise, 
A courier on the spur inspired new heart 
Into all panters for newspaper praise. 

As well as dilettanti in war’s art, 

By his dispatches couch’d in pithy praise, 
Announcing the appointment of that lover of 
Battles to the command, Field-Marshal Souvaroff. 
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The letter of the Prince to the same Marshal 
Was vrorthy of a Spartan, had the cause 
lieeii one to which a good heart could be partial- 
Oefence of freedom, country, or of laws; 
hut as it was mere lust of power to o’er-arch all 
With its proud brow, it merits slight applause, 
Save for its style, which said,jail in a trice, 

“ You will lake Ismail, at whatever price.” 


XLI. 

Let there be light! said God, and there was light!” 
« 

** Let there be blood!” says man, and there’s a sea 
The fiat of this spoil’d Child of the Night 
(For Day ne'er saw his merits) could decree 
More evil in an hour, than thirty bright 
Summers could renovate, though they should be 
Lovely as those which ripen'd Eden’s fruit— 

For war cuts up not only branch, but root. 
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Our friends llie Tiirks^ who with loud “ Allas” now 
Begun to signali/.c the Uuss retreat, 

Were damnably mistaken ; few are slow 
In thinking that their enemy is beat 
(Or beoteUy if^*on insist on grammar, tliough 
I never lliinL about it in a beat); 

But here 1 say the Turks were much mistaken, 

Who, hating hogs, yet wisli’d to save their bacon. 


XLIII. 

For, on the sixteenth, at full gallop, drew 
In sight two horsemen, who were deem’d Gossacque 
For some time, till they came in nearer view. 

They had but little baggage at their backs, 

For there were but three shirts between the two ; 

But on they rode upon two Ukraine hacks, 

Till, in approaching, were at length descried 
In this plain pair, Suwarrow and his guide. 
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“ Great joy to London now!” says some great fool, 
When London had a grand illuininatloti, 

Which to that hottlo-conjurcr, Jolin Hull, 

Is of all dreams the first liallucination ; 

So that the streets of colour’d lamjvi arc full, 

Tlial sage (svj/V/John) surrenders at discretion 
llis purse, his soul, his sense, Snd even his nonsense. 
To gratify, like a huge moth, this one sense. 


XLV. 

’Tis strange that he should further “ damn his eyes,” 
For they are damn’d : that once all famous oath 
Is to the Devil now no further prize^ 

Since John lias lately lost the use of both. 

Debt he calls wealth, and taxes, Paradise ; 

And Famine, with her gaunt and bony growth, 
Which stare him in the face, he won't examine, 

Or swears that Ceres hath begotten Famine. 
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liut to the tale. Great joy unto the camp ! 

To Russian, Tartar, English, Frencli, Cossacque 
0*er whom Suwarrow shone like a gas>lamp, 
Presaging a most luminous attack; 

Or, like a wisp along the marsh so damp, 

Which leads beholders on a boggy walk, 

He flitted to and fro, a dancing light, 

Which all who saw it follow’d, wrong or right. 


XLVII. 

Rut certes matters took a different face : 

There was enthusiasm and much applause, 
The fleet and camp saluted with great grace, 

And all presaged good fortune to tiieir cause. 
Within a cannon-shot lengtlt of tlie place 
They drew, constructed ladders, repair’d flaws 
In former works, made new, prepared fascines, 
And all kinds of benevolent machines. 
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XLVIII. 

Tis thus the spirit of a single mind 
Makes that of multitudes take one direction, 

4s roll the waters to the breathing wind, 

Or roams tlie herd beneath the bull's protection ; 
Or as a little dog will lead the blindi 
Or a bcll-wetlier form the flock s connexion 
by tinkling sounds, when tlie^^go forth to victual: 
Such is the sway of your great men o’er little. 


XLIX. 

The whole eanip rung with joy; you would have thought 
That they were going to a marriage-feast 
(This metaphor, I think, holds good as aught, 

Since there is discord after both at least). 

There was not now.a luggage-hoy but sought 
Danger and spoil with ardour much increased; 

And why ? because a little, odd, old man, 

Stripp’d to his shirt, was come to lead the van. 



96 


DON JUAN. 


CANTO VII. 


L. 

Rut so it was ; and every preparation 
Was made with all alacrity : the first 
Detachment of three columns took its station, 
And walled hut the si{;nal’s voice to burst 
Upon the foe : trhc second’s ordination 
Was also in three columns, with a thirst 
For filory {^apiiij^ o’er a sea of slau^^htcr: 

The third, in columns two, attack'd by water. 


LI. 

New batteries were erected; and was held 
A (General council, in which Unanimity, 
That stranger to most councils, here prevail’d, 
As sometimes happens in a great extremity ; 
And, every difficulty being dispell’d. 

Glory began to dawn with due sublimity, 
While SouvarolF, determined to obtain it, 

Was teaching liis recruits to use the bayonet.^ 
* Fact: Souvaroffdid tbit in person. 
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Ul. 

« 

It is ail actual fact, that he, Commander- 
In-Chicf, in proper person ileigriM to drill 
The a-wkward squad, and could afford to squander 
Ills time, a corporal's duty to fulfil; 

.Just as youM break a suckinj^ salamander 
To swallow flame, and never take* it ill; 

He showed them how to mouyt a ladder (which 
Was not like Jacob’s) or to cross a ditch. 


LTIT. 

Also he dress’d up, for the nonce, fascines 
Like men, with turbans, scimitars, and dirks, 

And made them charge with bayonet these macliines, 
By way of lesson against actual Turks; 

And, when well practised in these mimic scenes, 

Be judged tiicm proper to assail the works; 

At which your wise men sneer'd, in phrases witty:— 
He made no answer; but he took the city. 
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LIV. 

Mo>t Llnn{;s were in this posture on the eve 
Of the assault, and all tlie camp was in 
A stern repose ; which you would scarce conceive ; 

Vet men, resolved to dash tlirou^^h tiiick and thin 
\re very silent wlieii they once believe 
That all is settled:—there was little din, 

! 'or some were think big of their home and friends, 
And others of themselves and latter ends. 


LV. 

.buwarrow chiefly was on the alert, 

Surveying, drilling, ordering, jesting, pondering: 
Tor the man was, we safely may assert, 

X thing to wonder at beyond most wondering ; 
Hero, huffoon, half-demon, and half-dirt, 

Praying, instructing, desolating, plundering ; 

^ow Mars, now Momus ; and, when bent to storm 
A fortress. Harlequin in uniform 
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'I lit* (la\ luiforc tlic asMault^ upon drill— 

I or tiiis gival Conqueror play’d the corpoil'al— 
Some (iossac([ues, lioveriiq; like iiawks round a liiil, 
Had met a pai'l\ lowaids the t\vili[jlit’s fall, 

One of wlioiii spoke llieir toij|;ue, or well or ill— 

*Tw IS inucli tlial Le was understood at all; 

Hut wliellier from his voic<', pr speech, or inaniier, 
They found that he had foujjht heneath their banner. 


LVTI. 

Whereon^ immediately, at his rcfjuest. 

They brou^jlit him and his comrades to heafl-quarlei s 
Their dress was Moslem, but you might have guess'd 
Tliat these were merely inasi[ucrading Tartars, 

And that beneath each Turkish-fashion’d vest 
Lurk’d Christianity ; who sometimes barters 
Her inward grace for outward show, and makes 
It difficult to shun some strange mistakes. 
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Su'varrow, who was slaiidiiig in liis shirt 

J’cforc a company of Calmucks, diillin^', 

Kxclaiinin(>, fooling, swTaiing at the inert, 

And lecturing on tin: noble art of killing,— 

For, deeming liunuii clay but common dirt, 

$ 

This great philosopher was tlius instilling 
Ilis maxims, which, t^p martial compreiieusioo. 
Proved death in battle equal to a pension - 


LIX. 

Suwarrow, when he saw this company 
Of Cossacques and their prey, turn’d round and cast 
Upon them his slow brow and piercing eye:— 

“ Whence come ye?”—“ From Constantinople last, 
“ Captives just now escaped,” was the reply. 

“ What are ye ?”—“ What you see us.” Briefly past 
This dialogue; for he who answer’d knew 
To whom he spoke, and made his words but few. 
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Your names?'*—“ Mine's Jolinsoii, and my cotnraiK'< 
Juan; 

“ The Ollier two are women, and the third 
“ Is neither man nor woman.” The Lhief threw on 
The party a slif[hl glano*, tlieii .vid : “ I have heard 
Your name before, the second is a new one ; 

“ To briny the other lhrei*iierc was absurd ; 

‘‘ but let that pass ;—I lliink I have lieard your name 
“ In the ^'ikolaIcw regiment?”—“ The same.'*— 


LXI. 

“ You served at Widin?”—“ Yes.”—“ You led the at¬ 
tack ?” 

I did.”—“ What next?”—“ I really hardly knojv.” 
“ You were the first i' the breach?”—“ I was not .slack, 
“ At least, to follow those who might be so.”— 

“ Wliat follow’d?”—“ A shot laid me on my back, 

“ And I became a prisoner to the foe.”— 

“You shall have vengeance, for the town surrounded 
Is twice as strong as that where you were wounded. 
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“ VVliere will you .serve ?”—Where’er you please.”— 
“ I know 

“ You like to be tlie hope of the forlorn, 

Vnd douhtles.s would be foremost on the foe 
‘‘ After the l^;u*dshij)S you’ve already borne. 

** And this youi»{; fellow ; say what can he do?— 

“ lie with the beardless chin and f;arinents torn.''— 
“ Why, General, if he hath no greater fault 
In war than love, he had Ijctter lead the assault.'— 


LXllI. 

He shall, if that he dare." Here Juan bow'd 
Low as the compliment deserved. Suwarrow 
Continued: “ Your old regiment’s allow'd, 

“ By special providence, to lead to-morrow. 

Or it may be to-night, the assault: I have vow'd 
To several saints, that shortly plough or harrow 
Shall pass o’er what was Ismail, and its tusk 
Be unimpeded by the proudest Mosque. 
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'* So now, my l.'uls, for (llory I’*—licit; lie turuM, 

Atiti tlrillM away in the most classic lius.si;)in. 

Until each hi{>h, heroic bosom hurn’d 
For cash anti t'oiit[uest, as it' from a cushion 
A preacher had held I'orlh (who nobly spurn’d 
All t'arlhly {>oods save tithes) and Lxide theni push on 
To slay the Pagans who resisted, battering 
i'hc armies of the Christian Finpress Ciatherine. 


LXV. 

Johnson^ who knew by this long colloquy 
' Himself a favourite, ventured to address 
Suwarrow, though engaged with accents high 
In his resumed aiiiusemeut. 1 confess 
“ My debt in being thus allow’d to die 

Among tlie foremost; hut if you’d express 
** Explicitly our several posts, my friend 
** And self would know what duty to attend.”- 
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“ Right! 1 was busy, and forgot. Why, you 

Will join your former regiment, which should bo 
“ Now under arms. TIo ! KalskolT, take him to— 

“ (Here he called up a Polish orderly)— 

“ His post, I moan the regiment Nikolaiew. 

The stranger stripling may remain with me; 

“ lie’s a fine boy. T[he women may be sent 
“ To the other baggage, or to the sick tent." 


LXVII. 

Pul liere a sort of scene began to ensue: 

The ladies,—who by no means had been bred 
To be disposed of in a way so new. 

Although their harain education led 
Doubtless to that of doctrines the most true, 

Passive obedience,—now raised up the head, 
W'ith flashing eyes and starting tears, and flung 
Their arms, as hens their wings about their young,^ 
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LXVIII. 

O'er the promoted couple of brave men 

Wlio were tlius honour’d ])y the greatest Chief 
That over peopled Hell with heroes slain, 

Or ]>luiiged a province or a realm in grief. 

Oh, foolish mortals! always tauglil in vain! 

Oh, glorious laurel! since for one sole leaf 
Of thine imaginary deatliless tree, 

Of blood and tears must flow the unebbing sea! 


LXIX. 

Suwarrow, who had small regard ffT tears, 

And not much sympathy for blood, surveyM 
Tiic women with their hair about tlieir cars, 

And natural agonies, with a slight shade 
Of feeling: for, however habit sears 
Men’s hearts against whole millions, when their trade 
Is butchery, sometimes a single sorrow 
Will touch even Heroes—and such was Suwarrow, 
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LXX. 

lie said—and in the kindest Calmuck tone— 

“ Why, Johnson, what the devil do you mean 
“ By hi’inging women Iiere? Tlicy shall be shown 
“All the attention possible, and seen 
“In safely to the waggons, where alone 

“ In fact they can be safe. You should have been 
‘‘ Aware this kind of baggage never thrives: 

“ Save wed a year, I hate recruits with wives.” 


bXXl. 

“ May it please your Excellency,” thus replied 
Our British friend, “ these arc the wives of others, 
“ And not our own. I am too qualified 
“ By service with iny military brothers, 

“ To break the rules by bringing one’s own bride 
“ In to a canij); I know' tliat nought so bothers 
“ The iiearts of the heroic on a charge, 

“ As leaving a small family at large. 
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But these Ji'e but two Turkish ladies, who 
With their attcndunl aided our escape, 

' And afterwards arcoiupariied us throu(jh 
A thousand perils in tliis dubious shape. 

To me tills kind of life is not sp new ; 

To them, poor thing's! it is an awkward step ; 
1 tlicrefore, if you wish lue to freely, 
Bequest that they may both l)e used genteelly.” 


LXXIII. 

Meantime, tiicse two poor girls, with swijnming c'>es, 

f 

Look’d on as if in doubt if they could trust 
Tlieir own protectors;—nor was their surprise 
Less than their grief (and trul\ not less just 
To sec an old man, rather wild than wisi; 

In asjicct, plainly clad, bcsiiiear'd with dust. 
Stripp'd to his waistcoat, and that not too clean, 

More fear’d than all the Sultans ever seen. 
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LXXIV. 

For every tliinf; seem'd restinj^ on his notl, 

As they could read in all eyes. Now, to them, 
Wlio were accustom’d, as a sort of God, 

To see the Sultan, ricli in many .a gem, 

Fiikc an imperial j[)eacock stalk abroad 
(That royal bird, whose tail’s a diadem). 

With all the pomp of power, it was a doubt 
How power could condescend to do without. 


LXXV. 

.lolin Johnson, seeing their extreme dismay, 
Though little versed in feeliugs oriental. 
Suggested some slight comfort in his way. 

4 

Don Juan, who was much more scntimentiil, 
Swore they should see him by the dawn of day, 
Or that ihe Russian army should repent all: 
And, strange to say, they found some consolation 
In this—for females like exaggeration. 
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LXXVI. 

And llion, with tears, and .sighs, and some slight kisses 
They parted for the present—these to await, 
According to the artillery’s hits or inisscs. 

What sages call C.hancc, Providence, or Fate— 
(Uncertainly is one of many blisses* 

A mortgage on Ifurnanily’s estate)— 

While their beloved friends began to arm, 

To burn a town which never did them harm. 


LXXVII. 

SuwaiTOW', who but Siiw things in the gross— 
Being much too gross to see them in detail; 
Who calculated life as so much dross, 

And as the wind n widow’d nation’s wail, 
And eared as little for his army’s loss 
(So that their efforts should at length prevail) 
s wife and friends did for the boils of Job 
Wlial was't to him to hear two women sob ? 
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Nothing.—The work of Glory still went on 
In preparations for a cannonade 
As terrible as that of IIion, 

If Homer had found mortars ready made ; 

But now, inste;^d of slaying Priam’s son, 

We only can but talk of escalade, 

Bombs, drums, guns, bastions, batteries, bayonets, 
bullets, 

Hard words which stick in tlie soft Muses’ gullets. 


LXXIX. 

Oh, thou eternal Homer! who couldst charm 

r • 

All ears, though long,—all ages, though so short, 
15y merely wielding with poetic arm 
Arms to which men will never more resort, 
Unless gunpowder should be found to harm 
Much less than is the hope of every Court, 
Which now is leagued young Freedom to annoy j-* 
But they will not find Liberty a Troy: 
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Oh, thou eternal Homer! 1 have now 

To paint a siege, wherein more men were slain, 
VViili deadlier engines and a speedier blow. 

Than in thy Ch'eek gazette of that campaign; 
\iid )ct, like all men else, T must ^llow, 

I’o vie with thee would l)e about as vain 
As for a brook to cope with ©ccan’s flood ; 
but still we moderns equal you in blood— 


LXXXl. 

li not ill poetry, at least in fact; 

• « 

And fact is tiuth, the grand desi Icratuiii! 

Of wliich, howe'er the Muse describes each act, 
'I'hcrc should be nc'crthcless a slight substratum. 
But now tlie town is going to be attack’d ; 

(iival deeds arc doing—bow shall I relate 'em ^ 
Souls of immortal generals I Phoebus watches 
To colour up his rays from your dispatches. 
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Oil, ye great bulldins of Bonaparte ! 

Oil, ye less grand long lists of kill'd and wounded! . 
Shade of Leonidas, who fought so hearty, 

When my poor Greece was once, as now, surrounded 1 
Oh, Caesar's Commentaries! now impart ye, 

Shadows of glory ! (lest I he confounded) 

A portion of your fadijig twilight hues, 

So beautiful, so fleeting, to tlie Muse. 


LXXXIIl. 

When 1 call fading” martial immortality, 

1 mean, that every age and every year. 

And almost every day, in sad reality. 

Some sucking hero is compeird to rear, 
Who, when we come to sum up the totality 
Of deeds to human happiness most dear, 
Turns out to be a butcher in great business, 
Afllicting young folks with a sort of dizziness. 
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LXXXIV. 

Medals, ranks, ribbons, lace, embroidery, scarlet, 
Arc tliiii{];s immortal to immortal man. 

As purple to tbo 1>ab)Ionian liarlut: 

An uniform to boys is like a fan 
To women; lliore is scarce a crimson varlct 
but deems liim.seU the first in filory’s van. 
but (ilory’s Glory ; and if you would find 
What that is—ask. the pi^; who secs the wind ! 


LXXXV. 

At least he^ficls it, and some say he sees. 
Because he runs before it like a pig; 

Or, if that simple sentence should displease, 
Say that be scuds before it like a brig, 

A schooner, or—but it is time to ease 
This Canto, ere my Muse perceives fatigue, 
tie next shall ring a peal to shake all people, 
^jike a boll-major from a village steeple. 
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Hark! through the silence of the cold, dull night, 
The hum of armies gathering rank on rank ! 

Lo I dusky masses steal in dubious sight 
Along the Icaguer’d wall and bristling bank 
Of the arm'd river, while with straggling light 
The stars [teep through the vapours dim and dank, 
Which curl in curio^is wreaths—IIow soon the smoke 
Of Hell shall pall them in a deeper cloak I 


LXXXVII. 

Here pause we for the present—as even then 
That awful pause, dividing life from death, 

Struck for an instant on the hearts of men, 

Thousands of whom w'ere drawing their last breath 
A moment—^and all will be life again I 
The march I the charge ! the shouts of either 
Hurra! and Allah! and—one moment more— 

The death*cry drowning in the battle’s roar. 
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Of! hlood and tliundor ! and oh blood and wounds! 

These are but vulgar oaths, as you may deem, 
'J'oo gentle reader I and most sliocking sounds : 

\nd so they are; yet thus is Glory's dream 
Cnriddlcd, and as my true Muse expounds 

At present such things, since they arc her theme, 
o be they her inspirers! Call them Mars, 

''Rellona, what you will—they mean but wars. 
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All was prepared—the fire, tlie sword, the men 
To wield them in their terrible array. 

The army, like a lion from his den, 

March’d forth with nerve and sinews bent to slay 
A human Tlydra, issuin(^ from its fen 

To breathe destruction on its winding way, 
Whose heads were lijroes which, cut off in vain, 
Tinmediatcly in others grew again. 


III. 

History can only take things in the gross; 

But could we know them in detail, percliance 
In balancing the profit and the loss, 

War’s merit it by no means might enhance, 

To waste so much gold for a little dross. 

As hath been done, mere conquest to advance. 
The drying up a single tear has more 
Of honest fame, than shedding seas of gore. 
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And wIjv ^ because it l)rinp,$ solf-a])prob.itioii ; 

Whereas the other, after all its ijlare, 

Shouts, hiidj'c'S, arches, pensions from a nation— 
Which (it may be) has not much left to spare— 
A hi{;her title, or a loftier station, 

Thou(;h they may make corrujition ffape or stare, 
Yet, in the end, except in freetlpm’s battles, 

Are nothing but a cliild of murder's rattles. 


V. 


And such they are—and such they will be found. 

Nbt so Leonidas and Washington, 

Wiiose every battle-field is holy ground, 

Which breathes of nations saved, not worlds undone. 
How sweetly on the car such echoes sound 1 




While the mere victor's may appal or stun 


servile and the vain, such names will be 

r 


Vatch-word till the future shall be free. 
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The night was dark, and the thick mist allow'd 
ought to be setm save the artillery’s flame, 

Which arch’d the horizon like a fiery cloud, 

And ill the Danube’s waters shone the same, 

A mirror’d IleU • Ihc volleying roar, and loud 
Long booming of each peal on peal, o’ercame 
The ear far more tl»n thunder ; for Heaven's flashes 
Spare, or smite rarely—Man’s make millions ashes! 


Ml 

The column order’d on the assault, scarce pass’d 
Beyond the Russian batteries a few toises, 

When up the bristling Moslem rose at last. 
Answering the Christian thunders with like voices , 
Then one vast (ire, air, earth, and stream embraced, 
Which rock’d as ’twere beneath the mighty 
While the whole rampart blazed like Etna, whet 
The restless Titan hiccups in his den. ' 
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Ami one f^norinous shout of Allah!” rose 
In the same luomeiit) lou<l as even the roar 
Of War’s most mortal eiifjincs, to their foes 
ITurlin{> tlefiance: city, stream, and shore 
HcNOundetl “ Allah I*' and the clouds which clo.sr 
With thirk’niii(] canojiy the conflict o*er, 
Vibrate to the Eternal ^'amc. 'llnrkl through 
All Nouiids it pierceth, “ Allah 1 Allah! Hu !” 


IX. 

The columns were in movement, one and all; 

I’ut, of the portion which attack’d by water, 

Thicker than leaves the lives began to fall, 

Though led by Arseniew, that great son of slaughtei^ 


AUali! Hu !” is properly tlie wai-cry of llic Mussulmaiti, 
\ tliry fivvell long on the last syllable, which {pves it a very 
^fl .ind peculiar effect. 
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A.S brave as ever faced both bomb and ball. 

“ Carnaj^c’* (so Wordsworth tells you) is God 
dauf;htcr: ^ 

If he spcali truth, she is Cihrist’s sister, and 
Just now behaved as in the Holy Land. 


X. 

The Prince de Lignc'was wounded in the knee ; 

Count Chapeau-Pras too had a ball between 
His cap and head, which proves the head to be 
Aristocratic as -was ever seen, 

Because it then received no injury 
More than the cap ; in fact the ball could mean 
No harm unto a right legitimate head: 

“ Ashes to ashes*'—why not, lead to lead? 


* “ But tJiy * most clreailed instmment 
In working ont a pure intent, 

Is man array'd for mutual slaughter ; 

** Yea, Carnage is thy ilaughter 

WoRDswcain’s Thanksgiving Ode. i 

* To Vfil, the Deity's. This is perhaps as nrclly a pedigti 
for Murder, as ever was found out by Gancr-King^at-Arms.^^ 
What would have been said had any free-spoken people di^ 
covered such a lineage ? 



CANTO VIIr. 


DON JUAN. 


121 


XI. 

Also tlic General Markow, llrigadicr. 

Insisting on removal of the Prince 
Amidst some groaning thousands dying near,— 

All common fellows, who might writhe and wince 
And shriek for water into a deaf ear,— 

The (icneral Markow, who could thus evince 
His sympathy for rank, by the^same token, 

To teach him greater, had his own leg broken. 


XII. 

Three hundred cannon threw up their emetic, 

And thirty thousand muskets flung their [tills 
Like hail, to make a bloody diuretic. 

Mortality ! thou bast thy monthly bills; 

Thy plagues, thy famines, thy physicians, yet tick, 
Like the death-watch, within our ears the ills 
l^t, present, and to come;—but all may yield 
'o the true [Mjrtrait of one battle-field. 

VOL. XIV. 
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There the still varying pangs, which multiply 
Until their very niiiiibcr makes men hard 
Ry the infinities of agony, 

Which meet the gaze, whate’er it may regard- 
The groan, the roll in dust, the all-white eye 
Turn'd back witliin its socket,—these reward 
Your rank and hie by thousands, while the rest 
May win perhaps a ribbon at the breast! 


XIV. 

Vet 1 love GloryGlory’s a great thing;— 

Think what it is to be in your old age 
Maintain’d at the expense of your good king : 

A moderate pension shakes full many a sage, 

And heroes are but made for bards to sing, 

VViiich is still better; thus in verse to wage 
Your wars eternally, besides enjoying 
Half-pay for life, make mankind worth destroying. 
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XV. 

The troops already disembark’d push’d on 
To take a battery on the right; the others, 

Who landed lower down, their landing done, 

Had set to work as briskly as their brothers: 

Being grenadiers, they mounted, one by one,— 
Cheerful as children climb the breasts of mothers,- 
O’er the entrenchment and the palisade, 

Quite orderly, as if upon parade. 


XVI. 

And this was admirable ,* for so hot 
# 

The fire was, that were red Vesuvius loaded. 
Besides its lava, with all sorts of shot 
L And shells or hells, it could not more have goaded, 
'^.officers a third fell on the spo^, 
vthing which victory by no means boded 
Gentlemen engaged in the assault: 
punds, when the huntsman tumbles, are at fault. 
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XVII. 

lUit here I leave the general concern, 

To track our hero on his path of fame: 

He must his laurels separately earn; 

For fifty thousand heroes, name by name, 
Though all deserving equally to turn 
A couplet, or an elegy to claim, 

f 

Would form a lengthy lexicon of glory, 

\iid, what is worse stdl, a much longer story : 

XVIIl. 

And therefore we must give the greater number 
To the (iazelte—which doubtless fairly dealt 
IJy the deceased, who lie in famous slumber 
In ditches, fields, or wheresoe’er they felt 
Tlieir clay for the last time their souls encumber 
Thrice happy he whose name has been well spelt 
In the dispatch: I knew a man whose loss 
Was printed Groi'e, although his name was Grosey 

* A fact; see the Waterloo Gazettei. I recollect rem^ 
at the time to a friend :—“ There ib Jamel a man ■ 
his name is Grose, and they print it Grove,” 1 was at 
with the deceaseil, who was a very amiable and clever W 
and his soeieiy in great rctpieit f>r his wit, gaiety, ^ 

** chansons h boiie.” 
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Juati and Johnson join’d a certain corps, 

And fou{]lit away with might and main, not knowing 
The way which they liad never trod before, 

And still less guessing where they might be going; 
Hut on they march’d, dead bodies trampling o’er, 
Firing, and thrusting, sla.shing, sweating, glowing, 
Hut fighting thoughtlessly enough to win, 

To their two selves, one whole bright bulletin. 


XX. 

Thus on they wallow’d in the bloody mire 
Of dead and dying thousands,—sometimes gaining 

A yard or (wo of ground, which brought them nigher 

• ® 

To some odd angle for which all w^.re straining; 

At other times, repulsed by the close fire, 

‘Which really pour’d as if all Hell were raining, 

^ istead of Heaven, they stumbled backwards o’er 
1 wounded comrade, sprawling in his gore.. 
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'rhough *twas Don Juan’s first of fields, and though 
Tlie nightly muster and the silent inarch 
In the chill dark, when courage does not glow 
So much as under a triumphal arch, 

Perhaps might make him shiver, yawn, or throw 

LI 

A glance on the dull clouds (as thick as starch, 
Which stiffen'd Heaven) as if he wish’d for day;— 
Yet for all this he did not run away. 


XXII. 

Indeed he could not. But what if he had ? 

There have been and are heroes who begun 
With something not much better, or as bad ; 

Frederick the Gieat from Molwitz deign’d to run 
For the first and last time ; for, like a pad, 

Or hawk, or bride, most mortals, after one 
Warm bout, are broken into their new tricks, 

And fight like fiends for pay or politics. 
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iTe was what Eriu calls, iu her sublime 
Old Erse or Irish, or it may be Punic ;— 

(The Aiiti({uariaiis who can settle Time, 

Wliicli settles all things, Roman, Greek, or Runic, 
Swear that Pat’s language sprung from the same clime 
With Hannibal, and wears the Tyrian tunic 
Of Dido’s alphabet; and this is rational 
As any other notion, and not national; )—•* 


XXIV. 

Rut Juan was quite “ a broth of a boy,” 

A thing of impulse and a child of song ; 

Now swimming in the sentiment of joy, 

Or the sensation (if that phrase seem wrong;. 
And afterwards, if he must needs destroy. 

In such good company as always throng 
1^0 battles, sieges, and that kind of pleasure, 
^^0 less delighted to employ his leisure : 

Se« Major Valiencj and Sir Lawrence Paraona. 
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Rut always without malice. If he warr’d 
Or loved, it was with what we call the best 
Intentions,*’ which form all mankind’s trump-card. 
To be produced when brought up to the test. 
The statesman^hero, harlot, lawyer—ward 
Off each attack, when people are in quest 
Of their designs, by faying they meant well; 

'Tis pity ** that such meanings should pave Hell.”'^ 


XXVI. 

I almost lately have begun to doubt 

Whether Hell’s pavement—if it be so paved— 
Must not have latterly been quite worn out, 

Not by the numbers Good Intent hath saved, 
But by the mass who go below without 

Those ancient good intentions, which once shav 
And smoothed the brimstone of that street of He 
Which bears tlie greatest likeness to Pall Mall. 

Tho Portuguese proTerb says that ** Hell is paved with 
good intentions.** 
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XXVII. 

Juaiif by some strange chance, which oft divides 
Warrior from warrior in their grim career, 
Like clnstcst wives from constant husbands’ sides 
Just at tiic close of the first bridal year, 

Py one of tliose odd turns of Fortune’s tides. 

Was on a sudden rather puzzled Iiere, 

When, after a good deal of ^eavy firing, 

He found himself alone, and friends retiring. 


XXVIII. 

I don’t know how the thing occurr’d—it might 
Be that the greater part were kill’d or wounded, 
And that the rest had faced unto tlie right 

About; a circumstance which has confounded 
Caesar himself, who, in the very sight 
k Of his whole army, which so much abounded 
pin courage, was obliged to snatch a shield 
And rally back his Romans to the field. 
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Juan, who had no shield to snatch, and was 
No Cssar, but a fine young lad, who fought 
He knew not why, arriving at this pass. 

Stopp'd for a minute, as perhaps he ought 
For a mucli longer time ; then, like an ass— 

(Start not, kind reader; since great Homer thought 
This simile enough (or Ajax, Juan 
Perhaps may find it better than a new one)— 


XXX. 

Then, like an ass, he went upon his way. 

And, what was stranger, never look'd behind'; 
But seeing, flashing forward, like the day 
Over the hills, a fire enough to blind 
Those who dislike to look upon a fray, 

He stumbled on, to try if he could find 
A path to add his own slight ana and forces 
To corps, the greater part of which were corses. 
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Perceiving then no more tlie coinmaodaui 

Of his own corps, nor even the corps, which had 
Quite disappear'd—the Gods know how ! (1 can't 
Account for every thing which may look bad 
In history; but we at least may grant 
It was not marvellous that a mere lad. 

In search of glory, should l^ok on before, 

Nor care a pinch of snuff about his corps :)— 


XXXII. 

Perceiving nor commander nor commanded, 

' And left at large, like a young lieir, to make 
IIis way to—where he knew not—single handed , 

As travellers follow over bog and brake 
An ** ignis fatuus," or as sailors stranded 
Unto the nearest hut tlicinselvcs betake, 

So Juan, following honour and liis nose, 

Rush’d where the thickest fire announced'most foes. 
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He knew not where he was, nor greatly cared, 
For he was dizzy, busy, and his veins 
Fill’d as with lightning—for his spirit sha*‘pd 
The hour, as is the case with lively brains 
And, wh(*re the hottest fire was seen and bear 
And tlie loud cannon peal’d his hoarsest st 
ITc rush’d, while earth and air were sadly shar 
by thy humane discovery, Friar Bacon ! ♦ 


XXXIV. 

And, as he rush'd along, it came to pass he 
Fell in with what was late the second column, * 
Under the orders of the General Lascy, 

But now reduced, as is a bulky volume, 

Into an elegant extract (much less massy) 

Of heroism, and took his place with solemn 
Air ’midst the rest, who kept their valiant faces 
And levell'd weapons still against the glacis. 

^ Gunpowder is said to hare been discovered by this Friar. 
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XXXV. 

Iu:( .It this crisis up came Jolitison too, 

fVlio lia.i “ retreated,” as the phrase is when 
Men an away much rather than {i;o through 
Destruction's jaws into the Devil’s den; 

Dut Johnson was a cl(?vei fellow, who 

Knew when and how “ to cut and conic again,* 
And never ran away, except^when running 
Was nothing but a valourous kind of cunning. 


XXXVI. 

And so, when all his corps were dead or dying, 

' Except Don Juan,—a mere novice, whose 
More virgin valour never dream’d of flying, 

P>om ignorance of danger, which indues 
Its votaries, like Innocence relying 

On its own strength, with careless nerves and thews,— 
Johnson retired a little, just to rally 
Those who catch cold in ** shadows of death’s valley.” 
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.\nd there, a little shelter'd from the shot, 

Which rain'd from bastion, battery, parapet, 
Rampart, wall, casement, house—for there was not 
In this exteiisiye city, sore beset 
Ry Christian soldiery, a single spot 
Which did not combat like the devil, as yet,— 
lie found a number ol^chasscurs, all scatter'd 
Ry the resistance of the chase they batter’d. 


XXXVIII. 

And tliese he call'd on; and, what’s strange, they came 
Unto his call, unlike the Spirits from 
‘‘ The vasty deep,” to whom you may exclaim, 

Says Hotspur, long ere they will leave their home. 
Their reasons were uncertainty, or shame 
At shrinking from a bullet or a bomb, 

And that odd impulse, which, in wars or creeds. 

Makes men, like cattle, follow him who leads. 
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XXXIX. 

Hy Jove! ho was a noble fellow, Johnson, 

And tiiough his name, than Ajax or Achilles, 

Sounds loss harmonious, underneath the sun soon 
We shall not see his likeness: he could kill his 
Man quite as quietly as blows the Monsoon 
Her steady breath (which some months the same still 
is) i . 

Seldom he varied feature, hue, or muscle, 

And could be very busy without bustle. 


XL. 

And therefore, when he ran away, he did so 
Upon reflection, knowing tliat behind 
He would find others who would fain be rid so 
Of idle apprehensions, which, like wind, 
Trouble' heroic stomachs. Though their lids so 
Oft are soon closed, all heroes are not blind, 
But when they light upon iinincdiatp death, 
Retire a little, merely to take breath. 
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I3ut Johnson only ran oil', to return 
With many other warriors, as we said, 
Unto that rather somewhat misty bourn, 
Which llainiet tells us is a pass of dread. 
To Jack howe'er this gave but slight concern 
Ilis soul (like galvanism upon the dead) 
Acted upon the livingjas on wire, 

And led them back into the heaviest fire. 


XLll. 

Egad! they found the second time what they 
The first time thought quite terrible enough 
To Qy from, malgr^ all which people say 
Of glory, and all that immortal stuff 
Which fills a regiment (besides their pay, 

That daily shilling w'hich makes warriors tougli 
They found on their return the self-same welcom^ 
Which made some (hint, and others know, a Hell col 
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lliey fell as thick as harvests beneath hail, 

(irass before scythes, or corn below the sickle, 
Proving that trite old truth, that life’s ns frail 
As any other boon for which men stickle. 

The Turkish batteries tlirash’d them like a flail, 
Or a good boxer, into a sad pickle 
Putting tlic very bravest, wlwa were knock’d 
Upon the head before their guns were cock’d. 


XLIV. 

The Turks behind the traverses and flanks 
Of the next bastion, fired away like devib, 

And swept, as gales sweep foam away, whole rank^s: 

However, Heaven knows how, the Fate who levels 
Towns, nations, worlds, in her revolving pranks, 

^ So order’d it, amidst these sulphury revels, 

^That Johnson and some few who had not scamper’d, 
Reach’d the interior talus of the rampart. 
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First one or two, then five, six, and a dozen 
Caine mounting quickly up, for it was now 
All neck or nothing, as, like pitch or rosin. 

Flame was shower’d forth above as well’s below, 
So that you scarce could say who best had chosen,— 
The gentlemen that were the first to show 
Their martial faces on. the parapet. 

Or those who thought it brave to wait as yet. 


XLVI. 

Hut those who scaled found out that their advance 
Was favour’d by an accident or blunder: 

The Greek or Turkish Cohorn’s ignorance 
Had palisadoed in a way you’d wonder 
To see in forts of Netherlands or France— 

(Though these to our Gibraltar must knock und^ 
Right in the middle of the parapet 
Just named, these palisades were primly set: 
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So that on cither side some nine or teo 

Paces were left, whereon you could contrive 
To march; a great convenience to our men, 

At least to all those who were left alive, 

Who thus could i'oriii a line and figlit again ; 

« 

And that which further aided them to strive 
Was, that tliey could kick ^own the palisades, 
Which scarcely rose much higher tlian grass blades. 


XLVIII. 

Among the first,—I will not say the firsts 
For such precedence upon such occasions 
Will oftentimes make deadly quarrels burst 
Out between friends as well as allied nations; * 
The Briton most be bold who really durst 
Put to such trial John BulPs partial patience, 

As say that Wellington at Waterloo 
Was beaten,—though the Prussians say so too* 
* They were but two feet high abore the level. 
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And that if Blucher, Bulow, Gneisenau, 

And God knows who besides in au*’ and ou/ 
Had not come up in time to cast an awe 
Into the hearts of those wlio fought till now 
As tigers combat with an empty craw, 

The Duke of Wellington had ceased to show 
His orders, also to receive his pensions, 

Which are the heaviest that our history mentions. 


L. 

But never mind;—** God save the king!" and kings 
For if he don’t, I doubt if men will longer.— 

1 think 1 hear a little bird, who sings 
The people by and bye will be the stronger: 

The veriest jade will wince whose harness wrings 
So much into the raw as quite to wrong her 
Beyond the rules of posting,—and the mob 
At last fall sick of imitating Job. 
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At first it grumbles, tlicn it swears, and then, 

Like David, flings sniootli pebbles Against a giant; 

At last it takes to weapons, sucii as men 

Snatch when Despair makes human licarts less pliant. 
Then “ comes the tug of war;''~*twiU come again, 

I rather doubt; and T would fain sa) ** fie on’t,’* 

If 1 liad not perceived that^Jievoluliori 
Alone can save the Eartli from IlelTs pollution. 


LII. 

Rut to continue:—I say not the first, 

But of the first, our little friend Don Juan 
Walk’d o’er the walls of Ismail, as if nursed 

t 

Amidst such scenes—though this was quite a new one 
To him, and I should hope to most. The thirst 
Of fjlory, which so pierces througli and through one^ 
Pervaded him—although a generous creature, 

As warm in heart as feminine in feature. 
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A.nd here he was—who upon woman’s breast, 
Even from a child, felt like a child; howe’er 
The man in all the rest might be confess’d ; 

To him it %vas Elysium to be there ; 

And he could ever withstand that awkward test 
Which Rousseau points out to the dubious fair, 
“ Observe your lover when he leaves your arms;” 
Rut Juan never left tliem, while they had charms. 


LIV. 

Unless conipeird by fate, or wave, or wind, 

Or near relations, who are much the same. 

Ri^ here be was!—where each tie tliat can bind 
Humanity must yield to steel and flame : 

And Ae, whose very body was all mind,— 

Flung here by fate or circumstance, which tame 
The loftiest,—hurried by the time and place,— 
Dash’d on like a spurr’d blood-horse in a race. 
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So was his blood stirred while he found resistance, 
As is the hunter’s at the five-bar (;ate, 

Or double |jost and rail, where the existence 
Of Britain’s youth depends upon their weight, 
The lightest btung the safest: at a distance 
lie hated cruelty, as all men hate 
Blood, until heated—and even there his owu 
At times would curdle o’er some heavy groan. 


LVI. 

The General !.*ascy, who had been hard press’d, 
Seeing arrive an aid so opportune 
As were some hundred youngsters all abreast, 

Who came as if just dropp’d down from the moon, 
To Juan, who was nearest him, address’d 
His thanks, and hopes to take the city soon, 

^Not reckoning him to be a ** base Bezouian” 

(As Pistol calls it;, but a young Livonian. 
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Juan, to whom he spoke in («crinan, knew 
As much of (k'riiiaii ns of Sanscrit, and 
111 answer made an iiirlination to 

Tlie («eiieial who Indd him in eoiniiiand ; 

For, seeinj; oiic^witli rilihoiis, Idack and blue, 
Stars, medals, and a Idondy sword in hand. 
Addressing; him in to*ie.s whirli seem’d to tliank, 
lie Tcco{;nized an oirirer of rank. 


LVIII. 

Short 9 |iecches pass between two men who speak 
No common laii{;ua^e; and besides, in time 
« 0 f war and taking towns, when many a shriek 
Rinfis o’er the dialogue, and many a crime 
Is pcrjictralcd ere a word ran break 
Upon the car, and sounds of horror chime 
In like church Iiells, with sigh, howl, groan, ycU, pr 
There cannot be much conversation there. 
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Ami lliorefoi'o :ill fvn have related in 

Two long octaves, pass’d in a little iiiinute; 

Put in the same small minute, every sin 
Contrived to get itself^coinprised within it. 

The very cannon, deafen’d by the djii, 

Grew dumb, for you might almost heai a lirmcl. 
As soon as thunder, ’midst general noise 
Of huiiian Nature’s agonizing voice! 


LX. 

The town was enter'd. Oh Eternity!— 

* 

** God made the country, and man made the town,” 
So Cowiiier says—and I begin to be 
Of his opinion, when T see cast down 
Rome, Babylon, Tyre, Carthage, Nineveh-^ 

All walls men know, and many never known; 

And, pondering on the present and the past, 

To deem the woods shall be our home at last. 
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Of jll iiuMi, saviiii; Svlla tlit* mAii-sl.iyor, 

Wlio ii.issfs for in lifo .mil ilc.illi most lucky, 

*)f tin.’ {;ro.il names which in onr f.ices stare, 

The (ieueral l»oon, hack'-woodsiiian of Kontuck \ 
Was happii'st iinioiijjst iiiiutals any where, 
kor killing; nolliin*; hut a Immi or buck, he, 
KujOyM the lonely, vigorous, liviimless days 
Of his olil .i[;e in wilds of dee[>est ina/e. 


IAN. 

rritne canie not near huu—she is not the child 
Of solitude ; Health slirank not from him^for 
Jler home is in the rarely-trodden wild, 

Where if men seek her not, and death he more 
riieir iltoice tlian life, forj^ive them, as betjuileil 

[]\ hahit to what their own hearts abhor— 

% ^ 

In Cl ties c.i^.ed. The present Ciise in jioiiit I 
Cite is, that boon lived hunting up to ninety; 
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Aini . uliiit's still sliaij(;i;rf It'll holiiiui a naiiu*— 
Tor wiiicii men v.iinly drciinati' the lliroii^j>,— 
N<»t oiil^ famous, but of that g^mul fame 
Without w'liifh (iloiy’s hut a tavern soiij;— 
.Sinijile, serene, the antipodes of shamt*. 

Whith hate nor envy eVu* could tin{;e with wionj 
(Vn active hi;rniit, even in a[;e rtie child 
Of Nature, or the Man of boss run wihl 


(A IV. 

Tis true hi; shrank from men, even of his nation, 
When they built up unto his darling* trees,— 
lie moved some hundred miles olF, for a station 
Where there were ft'wer lir)ust\s and inoie ease— 
he inconvenience of civilization 

that you neither can he pleased nor please;— 
Hut, where he met the individual man, 
lie sliow’d himself as kind as mortal can. 
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lit: was not alt alone : around him {^rcw 
A sylvan Irilu: of children of the chase, 
VN'liose yuun|;, unwaken'd world was ever new, 
Nor sword nor sorrow yet had left a trace 
On her unwrAikleil brow, nor could you view 
A frown on Nature’s or on liuinaii face ;— 
'file freivhorn forest*fountl ainl kept them free, 
\nd fresh as is a foireiit or a tree. 


LX VI. 

And tall and strong and .swift of foot Were tliey, 
beyond the dwMrfing city’s pale abortions, 
because their tliouglits bad ne\erbeeii the prey 
Of care or gain; the green woods were their porti 
No sinking sjiirits told them they grew grey; 

No fashion made lliem apes of her distortions;^ 
Simple tliey were, not savage ; and their rifles, 
Tiiough very true, were not yet used for trifles. 
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iMotioi) was in their days, rest in their slumbers. 

And cheert'nlncss llie handmaid of tiicir tod; 

Mor H't loo many nor too few their numbers; 

(Corruption could not make (heir hearts her sod; 
The lust which stiii{)s, the splendour widch encumbers, 
With the free foresters divide no S[H»il; 

Serene, nut sullen, were the solitudes 
Of this uiisipjdng people of life woods. 


Lxvni. 

So much for Nature by way of varielVi 
Now back to thy (^reat joys, Civili/atioii! 

And the sWeet consequence of large society,— 
War, pestilence, the despot's desolation, 

The kingly scourge, the lust of notoriety, 

The millions sbin bv soldiers for their ration, 
The scenes like Catharine’s boudoir at three score, 
With IsinatVs storm to soften it the more. 
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I III* town was enter'll : first one coliiimi made 
hs StUi(';iiiiKiry \\^y ['ood—llicii aiiollier ; 
rin* V(*eliiiij; liayonet and tlic (lasliin^f liladc 
(il.isliM ’{jainsl Uie sciimtar, iiiid babe and iiiolliei 
Willi distant slirieks were iicard Heaven to upljruid 
Still closer ^iljdniry clouds bejjan to smotlicr 
I lie breatli of morn and man, where, fool by foot, 
file inaddenM Tiivks^lheir city still dispute. 


LXX. 

Koulousow, lie who afterwards beat Kick 
(ilh some iissistance from the frost and snow') 
Napoleon on his bold and bloody track, 

It lKip|>en’d was himself beat back just now. 

He was a jolly fellow, and could crack 
His jest alike in face of friend or foe, 
lhuu{d) hhj) and death, and victory were at stake- 
Ihil hero it seem’d liis jokes had ceased to take : 
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For, liavin{][ liirown liiiosolf into a fliUli, 

I’ollou'M in li.istc* ]>y various (;r»*iiaili(*rs, 

Whose hlood tiu* junlillf jjivatly did euru’li^ 

Ifr cliinhM l(» wIumi- iho |Mr.)pet aj)j>car$; 

Uut then* his piojcct iciuliM it.s utiiio.st [mU’Ii— 
(’Moii(^.st oIImt deaths the (iencril Uihau|utTi*e*s 
Was much rejjicllcdj— for the Moslem men 
Threw them all down into the ditch .i(jain : 


LXXII. 

And, had it not been for some stray troops, landing; 
•They knew not where,—being carried by the stream 
To some spot, where they lost their uudcrstandin(;, 
And wander’d up and down as in u dream, 
t'ntil they reach’d, as day*break was expanding, 

That Nvliich a portal to their eyes did seem,— 

The great and gay Koutousow might have lain 
Where three parts of his column yet remain. 
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Vitil, scnimblin^; round the rampart, these same troop , 
\fter the takiii{’ of the ‘‘ cavalier/’ 

Just as Koulousow’s most “ forlorn” of “ hopes” 

Took, like catiieleoiis, some sli^jlit tinge of fear, 
OpenM the gate lallM “ Kilia” to the groups 
Of hallled heroes who stood shyly near, 

Sliding knee-deep iu lately-frozen mud, 

Mow thaw’d into a marsh of human hlood. 


LXXIV. 

rhe Kozaks, or if so you please, Cossacques— 

(I don’t much pique myself upon orthography*, 
So that 1 do not grossly err in facts, 

Statistics, tactics, politics, and geography)— 
Having l>een used to serve on horses* backs, 

Vnd no groat dilettanti in topography 
Of fortresses, but fighting where it pleases 
Their chiefs to order,—were all cut to pieces. 
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Tlioir column, tliougli tlic Turkish batteries thuuderM 
rpon llit'iii, iie’crlholess had rcaciiM the rampart. 

And naturally thou^’lit they could Ihive plunder'd 
'i'hc city, without U-inj; further liaiiifier’d ; 

Hut, as it happens to brave men, they bhiiulerM— 
rhe Tuiks at first pretended to fiave scamper’d^ 

Only to draw them 'twixt two bastion corners, 

From whence they s,illied on those Christian scorners. ^ 


LXXVI. 

Then bcin^ taken by tlie tail—a taking 
* Fatal to bishops as to soldiers--these 
Cossacque^s were all cut off as day was breaking, 
And found their lives were let at a short lease—^ 
But perish'd without shivering or shaking, 

Leaving as ladders their heap’d carcases, 

O’er which Lieutenant-C'oloncl Yesouskoi 
March'd with the brave battalion of Poloitzki 
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I his valiant man killM all tlio Turks he met. 

Itut c'ouhl not eat them, beinfr in liis tiirn 
hlain by some Mussulmans, who would not Aet. 

Wilhoul lesislaine, see iheii eit) bum. 

Tbe walls were won, Iml Tw.is an even bet 

Wbieli ol' the armies would liave cause to niouin . 
’ I'wlis bloAV tor blow', disjiutiii{; ineb by inch, 
1'01'oiie would not retreat, nor t'other fliucii. 


lAxvni. 

■Viiolher column also suiTer'd much : 

. 4 ud here W'o may remark w'itli the historian. 

^ou should but give few cartridges to sucli 
Troops as arc meant to maixli w itlt greatest glory on 
When matters must be carried by the touch 
Of the bright bayonet, and they all should hurry o.' 
rhey sometimes, w ith a hankering for CMStcucc, 

Keep luercly firing at a foolish distance. 
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\ jiiiK’tion oT llic (iciicral Meknop^s men 
MVilhou! tli(! (iriicral, who had lalleii .sonu* liim* 
ImiIoiv, Maonded ju**! ihcii) 

Was made al lci»{;lh, with those who dared, to tlimh 
The <hMll»-dis[j<)r(;iiig i‘ani()ai'l onee a|;aiii; 

Ami, thou[;li llio Turk’s resistance was sublime, 

Tiu'v took the basliou, wlucji the Seraskier 
Defended at a price extremely dear. 


LXXX. 

Juan and Johnson, and sonic volunteers 

(Viiioiif; tiie foiemost, olTcr’d him good quarter. 
A word which little suits with Seraskiers, 

Or at least suited not this valiant Tartar.— 
lie died, deserving well his country’s tears, 

A savage sort of military martyr. 

An English naval ofiicer, who wish’d 
To make him prisoner, was also dish’d : 
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I'or all the answer to his proposition 

Was from a pistol-shot that laid him <lcad 
On which the rest, without more intermission* 
he[>aii to lay about with steel and lead,— 

The j>ious metals most in reijuisition 
On such occasions ; not a single head 
Was spared,—three thousand Moslems perish’d here. 
\nd sixteen bayonets pierced the Scraskicr. 


Lxxxn. 

The city’s taken—only part by part— 

And Death is drunk with gore: there’s not a street 
Where lights not to the last some desperate heart 
For those for whom it soon shall cease to beat. 
Here War forgot his own destructive art 
In more destroying Nature ; and the heat 
Of carnage, like the Nile’s sun-sodden slime, 
jMigender’d monstrous shapes of every crime. 



CANTO VIIf. 


DON JL'AN, 


Lxxxni. 

A Russian oftlcer, in martial tread 
Over a heap of bodies, felt his heel 
Seized fast, as if 'twerc by the serpent’s head, 

Whose faii{'s Kve taught her human seed to feel, 
ill vain he kick’d, and swore, and^rithed, and bled, 
Vnd liowl’d for help as wolves do for a meal—• 

The teeth still kept tlicir gratifying hold. 

As do the subtle snakes described of old. 


LXXXIV. 

A flying Moslem, who had felt the foot 
Of a foe o’er him, snatcii’d at it, and bit 
The very tendon which is most acute— 

(That which some ancient muse or modern wit 
blamed after thee, Achilles) and quite through’t 
He made the teeth meet, nor relinquish’d it 
Even with his life—for (but they lie) ’tis said 
To the live leg still clung the sever’d head. 
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LXXXV. 

Ilowovi*!' this may be, 'lis pi’etly sure 
riic iUissian ollircr for life was lamed, 

I'ur till* l urk's teetli stuck faster than a skciver. 
And l(?ft liiiii 'midst the invalid and inainiM : 
Till* re^i^iiiienlal^surf'ooii could not cure 

His patient, and perhaps was to be blamed 
Alt)ie th<tn the head o^the inveterate foe, 

\V1 lie)I was cut oiV, and scanu; even then let go. 


LXXXVI. 

Ihit then the fact's a fact^and 'ti$ the part 
Of a true poet to escape from fiction 
Iiciie'cr he can ; for there is little art 
In leavin}; verse more free from the restriction 
Of truth than prose, unless to suit the mart 
for what is sometimes call’d poetic diction, 
And that outrageous appetite for lies 
Which Satin angles with for souls like flies. 
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LXXXVII. 

11lf fity*s taken, but not render'd I—No I 

J'lierc's not a Moslem tliat liatii yielded svNord : 
'riif l>l(>od may p,U5>b out, as llie l)anul>c*s^flow 
dolls by the city wall; but deed nor word 
\clvnowled{je aiij’ht ol dread of death or foe: 

In vain liie yell of victory is roar'd 
by I lie advancirj{; Muscovite-y-tbe {jroan 
Of tilt' last foe is echoed by his own. 


Lxxxviir. 

'file bayonet pierces and the sabre cleave.‘>, 

*And human lives are lavish'd every where, 

As the ydar closing whirls the scarh t leaves 

Wiicu tlic stripp’d forest bows to the bleak air, 
Vnd groans; and thus the peopled city grieves, 

Shorn of its best and loveliest, and left bare ; 
bul still it falls with vast and awful splinters, 

As oaks blown down with all their thousand winters. 
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LXXXIX. 

It is an awful topic—but ’tis not 
iVIy cue for any time to be terrific: 

Tor cbcc([uer\I as is seen our human lot 

With good, and bad, and worse, alike prolific 
or melancholy merriment, to quote 
Too much of one sort would be soporific;— 
Without, or wdtli, ofTmice to friends or foes, 

1 sketch your world exactly as it goes. 


XC. 

And one good action in the midst of crimes 
Is “ c[uite refreshing”—in the affected phrase 
Of these ambrosial, PJiarisaic times, 

With all their pretty milk-and-water ways,— 
And may serve therefore to bedew these rhymes, 
A little scorch’d at present with the blaze 
Of conquest and its consequences, which 
Make Epic poesy so rare and rich. 
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XCI. 

I'pon a taken bastion, wliei'C there lay 
Thousands of shmghtcrM men, a yet warm group 
Of inuiderM woiiien, who had found their way 
To this vain refuge, made the good heart droop 
And shudder ;—while, as beautiful as May, 

A female child of ten years tried to stoop 
And hide her little palpitatinj’ breast 
Amidst the bodies Lull’d in bloody rest. 


XC\l 

Two villanous Cossacc|ues pursued the child 
With flashing eyes and weapons: match'd with them, 
Tiie rudest brute that roams Siberia's wild 
lias feelings pure and polish'd as a gem,— 

The bear is civilized, the wolf is mild : 

And whom for this at last must we condemn ? 

Their natures, or their sovereigns who employ 
All arts to teach their subjects to destroy ? 
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XClIl. 


'I’licir sabres {^liltcr’d o’er lier lillle lieacl^ 

Wlience her lair hair rose Iwitiiiif; witli afrri{>ht 
Her hidden face was ])liin{ved amidst the dead: 


WluMi Juan eau^'ht a {'limpse of this sad si^jht, 
I shall not say exactly what he uiitl, 

Hecause it iiuf;hl not solace “ cars polite 


Ihit what he was^to lay on their backs 
I he readiest way of reasoning; with Cossacq 


» 

lies. 


XCIV. 

One s Jiip he slash’d, and split the otlicr’s shoulde 
And ilrove them with their brutal yells to seek 
If there might be chirurgeons who could solder 
The wounds they richly merited, and shriek 
liieir balHed rage and pain ; while waxing colder 
As he turn d o’er each pale and gory cheek, 

Don Juan raised his little captive from 
The heap a momefnt more had made her tomb. 
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xcv. 

\iul silt* was cliiU as and on hci lacc 
A slender streak of blood ariiiouiuctl how near 
Her i.ite* bad liei'ii to that of all her race, 

bor the same blow which laid Jier mother here, 
llail searr’d lior brow, and left its crimson trace 
As tlic last link witli all she had licld tiear; 

Hut else unhurt, she open’d her lar^je eyes. 

And i;>7.ed on Juan with u wild surprise. 


XCVI. 

.hist at this instant, while their ejes were fix’d 
• Upon each other, with dilated {'laiire., 

In Juan’s look, pain, pleasure, hope, fear, mix’d 
VVitii joy to save, and dread of some mischance i 
Tnto his proleg^*c; while tier’s, transfix'd 
Willi infant terrors, glared ns from a trance, 

A pure, transparent, pale, vet radiant face, 
lake to a lighted alabaster vase ;— 
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Uj) came John Johnson— (I will not say “ Jack^' 
For that were vul^^ar, cold, and conimon-placi: 
On great occasions, such as an attack 

On cities, as halli been the present case)— 
l)p Johnson cainc, with hundreds at his back, 
Evclaiining“ Juan! Juan ! On, boy I brace 
** Your arm, and I'll bet Moscow to a dollar, 

“ That you and I will win St. George's collar.'*' 


XCYIll. 

“ riic Seraskicr is knock'd upon the head, 

“ Hut the stone bastion still remains, wherein* 
The old Pneha sits among some hundreds dead, 
• “ Smoking his pipe quite calmly 'midst the din 
“ Of our artillery and his own : 'lis said 
“ Our kill'd, already piled up to the chin, 

** Lie round the battery ; but still it batters, 

“ And grape in volleys, like a vineyard, scatters. 


^ The Kussiau military order. 
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XCIX. 

“ Then up with me!*'—lUil Juan answer’d, “ Look 
I'pon this child—1 saved her—must not leave 
“ Her life to chance; hut point me out some nook 
Of safety, where she less may shrink and grieve, 

“ An<l 1 am with you.”—Whereon^Jolinson took 
A glance around—and shrugg*d—and IwitcliM his 
sleeve , 

And hlack .silk neckcloth—and replied, “ You’re right,' 
‘‘ Poor thing ! what*s to be done? I’m puzzled quite.” 


C 

Said Juan—“ Whatsoever is to be 

Done, I’ll not quit her till she seems secure 
“ Of present life a good deal more than we/’— 

Quolli Johnson—** J^aither will J quite ensure^ 

“ But at the leastmay die gloriously.”— 

Juan replied—“At least I will endure 
“ Whate’er is to be borne—but not resign 
“ This child, who is parentless, and therefore mine.** 
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.loliiisoii .Saul—“ Juan, we’ve; no lime to lose; 

“ Tin; cliild’s a pivlty cliilil—a very pretty— 

I never Saw ■'IK.Ii eye*s—- but bark ! now choose* 
between j^uiir fame and fc'clmgs, pride and pit' 
“ ll.irk ! Iiow l^e roar increases!—no excuse 

Will serve when tliere is pliiiiilor in a citj ;— 
“ 1 should be Itilli to itiarcii without you, Jmt, 

“ by (iod ! we’ll be loo late for the (irsl cut.” 


ClI. 

but Juan was immoveable ; until 
Johnson, wlio really loved him in his way, 
PjckM out amon(]st lii.s followers with some skill 
Such as he thought the least given up to prey. 
\iid swearing if the infant came to ill 
That they should all he shot on the next day, 
but if she were deliver’d safe and sound, 

They should at least liave fifty roubles round, 
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\nd all allowances hesuies of pluiulei* 

Tn fair proportion with their comrades ;—ihen 
.luan lOMscnted to iiiarcii on tln'oii(;h thunder, 
VVliieh tliiniiM at every step their ranks of men : 
\ud \ct the rest rush’d eaj;crly—no wonder. 

For they were heated by the lio|)e of gain, 

\ thing which happcms every.W'liere each day— 
No Hero Irusteth wholly to half-pay. 


CIV. 

And such is victory, and such is man I 
AX least nine-tenths of what we call so;—(iod 
May have another uatiie for half v/e scan 
As human beings, or his ways are odd. 

Rut to our subject: a brave Tartar Khan,— 

^ Or “ Sulum^** as the author (to whose nod 
In prose I bend iny humble verse; doth call 
Tliis chieftain—somehow would not yield at all: 
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Rut, flank’d by Jive brave sons (such is polygamy, 
That she spawns warriors by the score, where none 
Are prosecuted for that false crime l)igamy) 
lie never would believe the city won 
While courage clung but to a single twig.—Aiu I 
Describing Priam’s, Pcleus*, or Jove’s son ? 

Neither,—but a good, plain, old, temperate man, 
Who fought with his five children in the van. 


CVI. 

To take him was the point. The truly brave. 

When they behold the brave oppress’d with odds, 
Are touch’d with a desire to shield and save 
A mixture of wild beasts and deini-gods 
Are they—now furious as the sweeping wave. 

Now moved with pity: even as sometimes nods 
The rugged tree unto the summer wind, 

Compassion breathes along the savage mind. 
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TiUt liu would not be taken, and replied 
To uli the propoMtions of surrender 
ISy mowing; ehristiaiis down on every side, 

As obstinate as Swedish (diaries at Jlender. 

His live brave boys no less the foe defied; 

Whereon the Russian pathos ^rew fess tender, 
As being a virtue, like terrestrial patience, 

Apt to wear out on trifling provocations. 


cvni. 

And spite of Johnson and of Juan, who 

Expended aU their Eastern phraseology 

In begging Jiiin, for God’s sake, just to show 

So much less flgiit as might form an apology 

^"or them in saving such a desperate foe— 

% 

' He hew’d away, like doctors of theology 
irVlieu they dispute with sceptics; and with curses 
Itruck at his friends, as babies beat their nurses. 
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CIX. 

Nay, lie had wounded, though but slightly, both 
.Tuan and Jolinson ; whereupon they fell— 
Tlic first with sighs, the second with an oath— 
Upon his angry Suitanship, pell-mell. 

And all around were grown exceeding wroth 
At sucli a pertinacious infidel. 

And pour’d upon him and his sons like rain, 
Which they resisted like a sandy plain 


CX. 

That drinks and still is dry. At last they perish’d:- 
llis second son was levell’d by a shot; 

His third was sabred ; and the fourth, most cherish’ 
Of all the five, on bayonets met his lot; 

The fifth, who, by a Christian mother nourish’d, ^ 
Had been neglected, ill-used, and what not, 
because deform’d, yet died all game and bottom, 

To save a sire who blush’d that he begot him. 
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CXI. 

Tlic eldest was a true and lainclcss Tartar, 

As great a scorner of the Nazarene 
As ever Mahomet pick’d out for a martyr, 

W'lio only saw the black-eyed girls in green, 

Who make the beds of those who won’t lake quarter 
Op. Earth, in Paradise; and, when once seen, 

Those llouris, like all other jrelty creatures, 

Do just whate’er they please, by dint of features. 


CXII. 

And what they pleased to do with the young Khan 
Tn Heaven, 1 know not, nor pretend to guess; 

But doubtless they prefer a fine young man 
To tough old heroes, and can do no less; 

And that’s the cause, no doubt, why, if we scan 
A field of battle’s ghastly wilderness, 

For one rough, weather-beaten, veteran body, 

Youll find ten thousand handsome coxcombs bloody. 
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CXITI. 

Youi’ Houris also liave a natural pleasure 
In lopping off your lately married men 
Ikdore ilic bridal hours have danced their measure, 
And tiie sad, second moon grows dim again, 

Or dull Repentance hath had dreary leisure 
To w'isli him back a bachelor now and tlien. 

And thus your Hour^ (it may be) disputes 
Of these brief blossoms the immediate fruits. 


CXIV. 

Tlius the young Klian, with Houris in his sight, 
Thought not upon the charms of four young brides 
But bravely rush’d on his first heavenly night. 

In short, howe’er oi/r better Faith derides, 

These black-eyed virgins make the Moslems fight 
As though there were one Heaven and none besid 
Whereas, if all be true we hear of Heaven 
And Hell, there must at least be six or seven. 
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So fully ilasli’ii tlie phnntoiii on hi.s eyes, 

Tlial wilt'll the very lance was in liis heart, 
He hliouled, “ Allah !" and saw Paradise 
Willi all its veil of inystcry drawn apart, 

And bri[;ht Eternity without disguise 
On his soul, like a ceaseless sunrise, dart,— 
Willi Prophets, Houris, Angtjs, Saints, descried 
In one voluptuous blaze,—and then he died : 


CXVl. 

Mut, with a heavenly rapture on his face, 

I’he good old Khan—wlio long had ceased to see 
tiouris, or aught except his florid race 
Who grew like cedars round him gloriously— 
W^hen he beheld his latest hero grace 
The earth, which he became like a felPd tree, 
Paused for a moment from the fight, and cast 
A glance on that slain son, his first and last. 
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liic soldiers, wlio beLeld him drop his point, 
Stopp’d as if once more willing to concede 
Quarter, in case lie bade them not “ aroint!” 

As be before bad done. Tie did not heed 
Their pause nor signs : his heart was out of joint, 
And shook (till now unshaken) like a reed, 

As he look’d down upon his children gone, 

And felt-*tliough done with life—-he was alone. 


CXVIII. 

but ’twas a transient tremor:—with a spring 
Upon the Russian steel his breast he flung, 

As carelessly as hurls the moth her wing 

\gainst the light wherein she dies: lie clung 
Uloser, that all the deadlier they might wring, 
Unto the bayonets which iiad pierced his young 
And, throwing back a dim look on his sons, 

In one wide wound pour’d forth liis soul at once. 
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Tis strange enough—the rough, lougli soldiers, who 
Spared neither sex nor age in their career 
Of carnage, when this old man was pierced through, 
And lay before them with his children near, 
ToucliM by the heroism of him they slew, 

Were melted for a moment; though no tear 
flow’d from their blood-shot eyes, all red with strife, 
They lioiiour’d such determiacd scorn of life. 


CXX. 

But tlie stone bastion still kept up its Are, 
Where tlie^ chief Pacha calmly held his post: 
Some twenty times he made tiie Russ retire, 
And baffled the assaults of all their host; 

At length he condescended to inquire 
If yet the city’s rest were won or lost; 

And being told the latter, sent a Bey 
To answer Ribas’ summons to give way. 
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In tlic iiieaii Lime, cross-legg’d, with great sang-i‘r(^ 1. 

Among the scorching ruins he sat smoking 
Tobacco on a little carpet;—Troy 

Saw nothing like the scene around;—yet, looking 
With martial stoicism, nought seem’d to annoy 
llis stern philosophy: but gently stroking 
His beard, he puITd his pipe’s ambrosial gales, 

As if he had three lives as well as tails. 


CXXII. 

The town was taken-*whethcr he might yield 
Himself or bastion, little matter’d now; 

His stubborn valour was no future shield. 

I 

Ismail’s no more! The crescent’s silver bow 
Sunk, and the crimson cross glared o’er the field, 
Rut red with no redeeming gore: the glow 
Of burning streets, like moonlight on the water, 
Was imaged back in blood, the sea of slaughter. 
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CXXIII. 

.All that the mind would shrink from of excesses; 

All that the body perjietrates of bad; 

All that we read, Jiear, dream, of man’s distresses , 
All that the Devil would do if run stark mad ; 
All that defies the worst which pen expresses; 

All by which Hell is peopled, or as sad 
As Hell—mere mortals who |heir power abuse,— 
Was here (as heretofore and since) let loose. 


exxiv. 

If here and there some transient trait of pity 

Was shown, and some more noble heart broke tlirou^jli 
Its bloody bond, and saved perhaps some pretty 
Child, or an aged, helpless man or two— 

What’s this in one annihilated city, 

Where thousand loves, and ties, and duties groiv ? 
Cockneys of London! Muscadins of Paris! 

Just ponder what a pious pastime war 

8 . 
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t iliiik how the joys of reading a gazette 
Are purchased by all agonies and crimes : 

Or, if these do not move you, don’t forget 
Such doom may be your own in after times. 
Meaniliue the taxes, Casllercagh, and debt. 

Are hints as good as sermons, or as rhymes. 
Head your own hearts^and Ireland’s present story. 
Then feed her famine fat with Wellesley's glory. 


exxvi. 

hut still there is unto a patriot nation, 

Which loves so well its country and its king,' 

A subject of sublimest exultation— 

Bear it, yc Muses, on your brightest wing! 

Howe’er the mighty locust, Desolation, 

Strip your green fields, and to your harvests cling, 
(jaunt Famine never shall approach the throne— 
Though Ireland starve, great George weighs twenty 
stone. 
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CXXVII. 

Hut let me put an end unto my theme: 

There was an end of Ismail—hapless town 1 
Tar flash'd her burning towers o'er Danube's stream 
And redly ran his blushing waters down. 

The horrid war-whoop and the slirijiler scream 
Rose still; but fainter were tlie thunders grown : 
Of forty tliousand who had piann'd the wall, 

Some hundreds breathed—the rest were silent all! 


CXXVIII. 

In one thing ne’ertlicless 'tis fit to praise 
The Russian army U|K}n this occasion, 

A virtue much in fashion now-a-days. 

And therefore worthy of commemoration : 

The topic’s tender, so shall be my phrase— 

Perliaps the season's chill, and their long station 
In winter’s depth, or want of rest and victual, 

Had made them chastethey ravish'd very little. 



DON JUAN. 


CANTO viir. 


r8o 
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Mucli did tlicy slay, more plunder, and no less 
Might here and there occur some violation 
In the other line;—but not to such excess 
As when the French, that dissipated nation, 
Take towns by storm: no causes can 1 guess, 
Except cold wcatlier and commiseration; 
hut all the ladies, sav^ some twenty score. 
Were almost as much virgins as before. 


GXXX. 

Some odd mistakes too happen’d in the dark, 

Which show’d a want of lanthorns, or of taste— 
Indeed the smoke was such they scarce could mark 
Their friends from foes,—besides sucli things from 
haste 

Occur, though rarely, when there is a spark 
Of light to save the venerably chaste:— 

Hut six old damsels, each of seventy years, 

Wore all deflower’d by different grenadiers. 
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CXXXI. 

lUit on the whole their continence was great; 

So that some disappointment there ensued 
To those who liad felt the inconvenient state 
Of single blessedness,” and thought it good 
(Since it was not their fault, but only fate, 

To bear tlicse crosses) for each waning prude 
To make a Roman sort of Sabine wedding. 
Without the expense and the*suspense of bedding. 


CXXXII. 

Some voices of the buxom middle-aged 
Were also heard to wonder in the din 
(Widows of forty were these birds long caged) 
Wherefore the ravishing did not begin !” 
Rut, while the thirst for gore and plunder raged, 
There was small leisure for su|)erfluous sin; 

Rul whether they escaped or no, lies hid 
In darkness—I can only hope they did. 
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CXXXIIl. 

/ 

Muvirarrow now was conqueror—a match 
For Tiinour or for Zinghis in his trade. 

White mosques and streets, beneath his eyes, liketliatclf 
Mazed, and the cannon’s roar was scarce allay’d, 
With bloody hands he wrote his first dispatch ; 

And here exactly follows what he said :— 

“ (dory to God and to the Empress!” (Powers 
Eternal 1 such natnes mingled!) “ IsmaiVs ours!”'*' 


CXXXIV. 

Metliinks these are the most tremendous words. 
Since “ Mcne, Menc, Tekcl,” and “ Upharsin,” 
Which hands or pens have ever traced of swords> 
Heaven help me! Tin but little of a parson : 
What Daniel read was short-hand of the Lord's^ 
Severe, sublime ; the Prophet wrote no farce on 
The fate of Nations;—^but this Russ, so witty, 
Could rhyme, like Nero, o’er a burning city. 

^ 111 the oiiginal Russian— 

Slava bogii! blava vam! 

Krepost Vzala, 7 I'a tarn." 

A kind of couplet; for he was a poet. 
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CXXXV. 

He wrote this Polar melody, and set it, 

Duly accoinjKUiicd by slirieks and {groans, 

Whii li few ill siiip, I trust, but none forget it— 
Por I will teaeli, if possible, the stones 
To rise against Earth’s tyrants. Never let it 
he said, that we still truckle unto thrones j— 
hut ye—our children’s chiUj^en I lliink how we 
Show'd what things were before the world was free! 


CXXXVI. 

That hour is not for us, but ’tis for you ; 

Vnd as, iu the great joy of your millennium, 

You hardly will believe such things were tine 

A.S now occur, I thought that 1 would pen you ’em j 
But may their very memory perish too!— 

Yet, if perchance remember’d, still disdain you ’em 
More than you scorn the savages of yore, 

WJio painted their bare limbs, but not with gore. 
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A ml when you hear historians talk of thrones, 

And ihost; that .sate upon them, let it he 
As we now gaze upon the Mammoth*s bones, 

And wonder what old world such tilings could see, 
Or hierogly]>hics on Egyptian stones, 

The pleasant riddles of Eulurily— 

Guessing at what shall happily be hid 
As the real purpose of a Pyrainhl. 


CXXXVIII. 

Header! I leave kept my word,—at least so far 
As the first Canto promised. You have now 
Had sketches of love, tempest, travel, war— 

All very accurate, you must allow, 

And Epic^ if plain truth should prove no bar; 

For 1 have drawn much less with a long bow 
Than my fore-runners. Carelessly I sing, 

But Phoebus lends me now and then a string, 
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CXXXIX. 

With T^’hich 1 still can harp, and carp, and Addle. 

What further hath hefallen or may hcfal 
The hero of this {jrand poetic riddle, 

1 by and bye may tell you, if at all: 

But now I choose to break off in the middle, 

• ^ 

Worn out witli batterinj; Isinairs stubborn wall, 
While Juan is sent ofT with ^le dispatch. 

For which all Pctersburf,h is on the watch. 


CXL. 

This special honour was conferr’d, because 

lie had behaved with coura(];e and liuinanit} ; — 
Which lusty men like, avhen they have lime topai^se 
From their ferocities produced by vanity. 

His little captive gain’d him some applause. 

For saving her amidst the wild insanity 
Of carnage ; and 1 think he was more glad in her 
Safety, than his new order of St.Yladimir. 
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CXLI. 

The Moslem orphan went with her protector 
For she was homeless, houseless, helpless: all 
Her friends, like the sad family of Hector, 

Had perish’d in the field or by the wall: 

Her very place of birth was but a spectre 

Of wliat it had been; there the Muezzin’s call 
To prayer was heard np more!—And Juan wept, 
And made a vow to shield her, which he kept. 
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I. 

OiJ, Wellington! (or Vilauitoii”«-4br Fame 
Sounds the heroic syllables both ways; 

France could not eTen conquer your great name, 

But punn*d it down to this facetious plimse> ■ ■ 
Beating or beaten she will laugh the same)— 

You have obtain'd great pensions and much praise 
Glory like yours should any dare gainsay, 

Humanity would rise, and thunder ** Nay!*’ ■ 
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II. 

I don’t think that you used K—ii—rJ quite well 
In Mariuet’s affair—in fact ’twas shabby, 

And, like some otficr tilings, won’t do to toll 
Upon your tomb in Westminster’s old abbey. 
Upon the rest ’jis not worth while to dwell, 

Such tales being for the tea hours of some tabby 
Cut though your years^s man tend fast to zero, 

In fact your Grace is still but la young Hero. 


III. 

Though Britain owes (and pays you too) so inucli, 

% 

Yet Europe doubtless owes you greatly more : 
You have repair'd Legitimacy’s crutch— 

A prop not quite so certain as before : 

The Spanish, and the French, as well as Dutch, 
Have seen, and felt, how strongly you restore; 
And Waterloo has made the world your debtor— 
(I wish your bards would sing it rather better). 



DON JL'AN. 
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IV. 

You arc “ the bosl of cul-tliroals —do not slarl; 

The (tliiasc is Shakespeare's, and not misapplied 
War's a hrain-spalleriinj, wiiulpipe-sliUin{» art, 
Unless licr cause by lUghl be sanctified. 

If you have acted once a generous jiart, 

The world, not the world's iiiasleVs, will decide, 
\nd ] shall be delighted to learn who, 

Save you and yours, liavc gaui'd ])y Waterloo? 


V. 

1 am no flatterer—you've supp'tl full of flattery: 

They say you like it too—’tis no great wonder : 
Tie whose whole life has been assault and battery, 
At last may get a little tired of thunder; * 

And, swallowing eulogy much more than squire, he 
May like being praised for every lucky blunder; 
Call'd “ Saviour of the Nations'*—not yet saved, 
And Europe's Liberator"—still enslaved. 
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I've done. Now go and dine from off the plate 
Presented by the Prince of the Brazils, 

And send the sentinel before your gate * 

A slice or two from your luxurious meals : 

11c fought, but has not fed so well of late. 

Some hunger too they say the people feels : 
There is no doubt that you deserve your ration— 
But pray give back a little to the nation. 


VII. 

1 don’t mean to reflect—a man so great as 
You, iny Lord Duke! is far above reflection. • 
The high Roman fashion too of Gincinnatus, 
Vi^ith modern history has but small connexion : 
Though as an Irishman you love potatoes, 

You need not take them under your direction; 
And half a million for your Sabine farm 
Is rather dear!—I’m sure I mean no harm. 
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VIII. 

Great men have always scorn’d great recompenses: 

Epaininondas saved his Thebes, and died, 

Not leaving even his funeral expenses; 

George Washington had thanks and nought beside, 
Except flic all-cloudless glory (which few men’s is) 

To free his country : Pitt too hnif his pride, 

And, as a high-souPd Minister of State, is 
Renown’d for ruining Great*l^ritain, gratis. 


IX. 

Never had mortal man such opportunity, 

Except Napoleon, or abused it more t 
You might have free’d fall’n Europe from the Unity 
Of Tyrants, and been blcss'd from shore to shor/!; 
And now—what is your fame? Shall the Muse tunc it ye? 

jV^tv—that the rabble’s first vain shouts are o’er ? 
Go, bear it in your famish’d country’s cries! 

Behold the world! and curse your victories! 
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X. 

As these new Cantos touch on warlike feats, 

To j oM the unflattering Muse deigns to inscribe 
Truths that you will not read in the Gazettes, 

Jlut whicli, 'tis time to teach tlie hireling tribe 
Who fatten on their country’s gore and debts, 

Must be recited, and—without a bribe. 

You did great things; but, not being great in mind, 
Have left undone the greatest —and mankind. 


XI. 

Death laughs—Go ponder o er the skeleton 

With which men image out the unknown thing 
That hides the past world, like to a set sun 

Which still elsewhere may rouse a brighter spring 
Death laughs at all you weep for *,—look upon 
This hourly dread of all, whose threaten d sting 
Turns life to terror, even though in its sheath ! 

Mark ! how its lipless mouth grins without breath ! 
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XII. 

Mark ! liow it lauj^lis and scorns at all you are! 

And yet \^'as what you are : from ear to ear 
it laughs not —there is now no fleshy bar 
So caliVl; the antic loiij' iiatli ceased to hrar^ 
hut still lie smiles ,* and whellior near or far 

He strips from man that mantle—(far more dear 
Than even the tailor’s)—his incarnate skin, 

White, black, or copper—the dead bones will grin. 


xin. 

.And thus Death laughs,—it is sad merriment, 

* but still it lA so ; and with such example 
VVliy should not Life be equally content, 

With liis superior, in a smile to trample 
Upon the nothings which are daily spent 
Like bubbles on an ocean much less ample 
Than the eternal deluge, which devours 
Suns as rays—worlds like atoms—years like hours ? 

9 - 
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XIV. 

To be, or not to be! that is tite question,” 

Says Shakespeare, who just now is much in fashion. 
I am neither Alexander nor Hephaestion, 

Nor ever liad for abstract fame much passion ; 
hut would much rather have a sound digestion, 

Tiiaii huonaparte’s cancer could I dash on 
Through fifty victories to shame or fame, 

Without a stomach—what were a good name? 


XV. 

Oh, dura ilia messorum!”—** Oh, 

** Ye rigid guts of reapers!”—translate 
For the great benefit of those who know 
Wliat indigestion is-^that inward fate 
Which makes all Styx through one small liver flow. 

A peasant’s sweat is worth, his lord’s estate: 

Let this one toil for bread—*rAoi rack for rent,— 

He who sleeps best, may be the most content. 
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xvr. 

“ To be, or not to be?”—Ere I decide, 

I should be glad to know that which is being? 
'Tis true we speculate both tar and wide. 

And deem, because we see, we are all^seeing<: 
For my part, I’ll enlist on neither side, 

Until I see both sides for once agreeing. 

For me, I sometimes think tJiat Life is DeatJi, 
Rather than Life a mere ailair of breath. 


XVH. 

** Que sais-je ?” was the motto of Montaigne, 

* As also of the first academicians: 

That all is dubious which man may attain, 

Was one of their most favourite positions. 
There’s no such thing as certainty, that’s plain 
As any of Mortality’s conditions : 

So little do we know what we’re about iu 
This world, I doubt if doubt itself be doubting. 
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ll i.s a pleasant voyage perliaps to float, 

Like Pyrrho, on a sea of speculation; 

Hut what if carrying sail capsize the boat ? 

Your wise men don’t know much of navigation ; 

And .swimming long in the abyss of tlioiight 
Is apt to tire : a calm and shallow station 
Well iiigh the shore, where one stoops down and gathers 
Some pretty shell, is best for moderate bathers. 


XIX. 

•• Hut Heaven,” as Cassio .says, ** is above all,— 

Mo more of this then,—let us pray!” We have 
Souls to save, since Eve’s slip and Adam’s Ml, 
Which tumbled all mankind into the grave, 
besides fish, beasts, and birds. The sparrow’s fall 
Is special providence,” though how it gave 
Offence, we know not; probably it perch’d 
Upon the tree which Eve so fondly search’d. 
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Oil, yo iiHiuortal Gods! wlial is llieoj^ony ? 

Oil, thou too mortal nun ! wliat is |jirilauthro{i\ ' 
Oil, world, wlucli was and is ! wlial is cosiiiot^ony ? 

Some people have accused me of misanthropy , 

And yet T know no more than the maliugaiiy 
Tliat forms this desk, of what they mean :— fsrkan-- 
throi[y 

I rompreheud,’ for, without transformation. 

Men hccoiiie wolves on any slight occasion. 


XXI 

Hut 1, the mildest, meekest of mankind, 

* Like Moses, or Melancthon, who have nc*er 
Done any tliinjj exceedingly unkind.— 

And (though I could not now and then forlicar* 
Following the bent of body or of mind} 

Have always had a tendency to spare,— 

Why do they call me misanthrope? Because 
Thejr hate ?ne, not f r/icw;—And Iiere we’ll pauK. 
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XXII. 

"Pis time we sbouUl proceed with our good poem, 
For I maintain that it is really good, 

Not only in tlie body, but the proem, 

However little both are understood 
Just now,—but by and by the Truth will show ’em 
Herself in her sublimcst attitude t 
And till she dotli, 1 fain must be content 
To share her beauty and her banishment. 


XXIII. 

Our hero (and, I trust, kind reader I yours)—> 

Was left upon his way to the chief city 
Of the immortal Peter’s polish'd boors, 

Who still have shown themselves more brave than 
witty. 

I know its mighty empire now allures 
Much llattery—even Voltaire's, and that’s a pity. 

For me, 1 deem an absolute Autocrat 
iVof a barbarian, but much worse than that. 
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XXIV. 

ft 

And ] will war, at least in words (and—should 
My chance so happen—deeds) with all who war 
With lhoii;;ht;—and of thought's foes by far most rude 
Tyrants and sycophants have been and are. 

1 know not who may conquer : if 1 could 
Have such a prescience, it should lie no bar 
'I'u this iny plain, sworn, downri{>ht detestation 
Of every despotism iii every nation. 


XXV. 

Jl is not that I adulate the people: 

'Witiiout me, there are demagogues enough, 
And infidels, to pull down every steeple, 

And set up in their stead some proper stufl*. 
Whether they may sow scepticism to reap Hell, 
As is the Christian dogma rather rough, 

1 do not know 1 wish men to be free 
As much from mobs as kings—from you as me. 



loo 


DON JUA.V. 


CANTO IX. 


XXVI. 

riic coiistMiuciice is, licinjj of no party, 

1 shall ofTencl all parlies :—never mind I 
My words, at least, arc more sincere and hearty 
Tliaii if I soiijjht to sail before the wind, 
lie wlio has noujjht to j;ain can have small art ; li' 
Who neither wishes to be bound nor bind 
May still expatiate freely, as will 1, 

^or j;ive iiiy voice to Slavery’s jackal cry. 


XXVII. 

/7//zrVaii aj>propriato simile, that javkal; 

I’ve Ijoard them in the Kphesian ruins howl 
I'y ni{;ht, as do that mercenary pack all, 

Power’s base purveyors, wdio for pickings prowl. 
And scent the prey ihcir masters would attack all. 

However, the poor jackals arc less foul 
(As being the brave lions’ keen providers) 

Than human inserts, catering for spiders. 
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xxvni. 

Raise but an arm! ’twill brush their web away, 
Ami w'ilhoiit that, their [loison aiui their claws 
Are useless. Mirnl, {jood pcojile! what T say— 
fOr rather peoples ,-—on Avithuul ])ausc ! 

The web of these tarantulas each day 

Increases, till \ou shall make common cause : 

' w 

None, save the Spanish fly and Attic bee, 

As vet are strou{;ly sliii(jin[j*lo be free 


XXIX. 

Don Juan, who had shone in the late slaughter, 

* Was loft upon his w'ay with the dispatch, 

Where blood was talk’d of .is wc would of water , 
And carcases that lay as th K k as tliatch 
O’er silenced cities, merely served to Ilattci 
Fair Catherine’s pastiiiie^wLo look’d on the matcii 
Between these nations as a main of cocks, 

Wherein she liked her own to stand like rocks. 



'202 


DON JUA2f. 


CANTO IX. 


XXX. 

Ariel there in a kibitka he roird on 

(A cursed sort of carriage without springs, 

Whicli on rough roads leaves scarcely a whole bone), 
Pondering on glory, chivalry, and kings, 

And orders, and on all that he liad done— 

And wishing that post-horses had the wings 
Of Pegasus, or at the least post-chaises 
Had feathers, when a traveller on deep ways is. 


XXXI. 

At every jolt—and they were many—still 
11c turn’d his eyes upon his little charge, 

As if he wish’d that she should fare less ill 
Than he, in these sad highways left at large 
To ruts, and flints, and lovely Nature’s skill, 
Who is no paviour, nor admits a barge 
On her canals, where God takes sea and land, 
Fishery and farm, both into his own hand. 
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XXXII. 

At least lie pays no rent, and lias best right 
To be the first of what we used to call 
“ (lenllcincMi Farmers”—a race worn out quite. 
Since lately there have liecn no rents at all, 

And (jentlciuen’* are in a piteous plight, 

And farmers” can't raise Ceres Troiu her fall: 
She fell with Duonapartc :—What strange tliouglits 
Arise, when we sec Emperors fall with oats! 


XXXIII. 

Hut Juan turn’d his eyc.s on the sweet child 
* W'ltom he had saved from slaughter—what a trophy 
Oh! ye who build up monuinents, defiled 

With gore, like Nadir Shah, that costive Sophy*, 
Who, after leaving Hindostan a wild, 

And scarce to the Mof'ul a cup of coffee 
To soothe his woes withal, was slain, the sinner! 
because he could no more digest his dinner 
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oil yc! or we! or he! or she! reflect, 

Tlial (me life saved, especially if young 
Or pretty, is a thing to recoiled 
Far sweeter than the greenest laurels sprung 
From the manure of huiiiau clay, though deck’d 
With all the praises ever said or sung: 
Though hymn*d by every harp, unless within 
Your heart joins chorus, Fame is but a din. 


XXXV. 

Oh, yc great \uthors luminous, voluminous! 

Yc twice ten hundred thousand daily scribes! ' 
Whose pamphlets, volumes, newspapers illumine us 
* Whether you’re paid by (Tovcrninenl in bribes, 

To prove the public debt is not consuming us— 

Or, roughly treading on the “ Courtier’s kibes” 
With clownish heel, your popular circulation 
Feeds you by printing half the realm’s StanMlion:— 
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XXXVI. 

Oh, ye {jmii. Authors !—“ A propos ties holies”— 

I have i'or(;ollcii what I meant to say, 

* 

As sonn'hiues have been {greater Saj^cs* lol> ,— 
^'I'was soinethiiij» calculated to allay 
All wrath in barracks, palaces, or rots: 

r.crlis it uoiild have been but thrown awa\, 
And that’s one comfort for iiiv lost advice. 
Althou};h no doubt it was beyond all price. 


xxxvu. 

but let it (JO:—it will one day Imi founil 
t\‘itb other relics of “ a former world,” 

When this world shall he /r;n>/er, underfjruuiiil, 
I'hi'owii topsy-turvy, twisted, crisp’d, and curl’d, 
Baked, fried, or burnt, turn’d iusidc-out,'or drown’d, 
Like all the worlds l>cforc, which have been huilM 
First out of and then back again to chaos. 

The superstratum which will overlay us. 
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XXXVIII. 

So Cuvier says;—and then shall come again 
Dnlo the new Creation, rising out 
From our old crash, some mystic, ancient strain 
Of tilings destroy’d and left in airy doubt: 
Ijiko to the iiptions we now entertain 
Of Titans, (liants, fellows of about 
Some hundred feet i^ height, not to say miles^ 
And Mammoths, and your winged Crocodiles. 


XXXIX. 

Think if then George the Fourth should be dug up 
How the new worldlings of the then new East 
Will wonder where such animals could sup! 

(For they themselves will be but of the least: 
Even worlds miscarry, when too oft they pup, 

And every new Creation hath decreased 
In size, from over-working the material— 

Men are but maggots of some huge Earth’s burial.) 
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How will—to these young people, just thrust out 
From some fresh Paradise, a;ul set to plough, 

And dig, and .sweat, and turn themselves about. 

And plant, and reap, and spin, and grind, and sow, 
Till all the Arts at length are brought about. 
Especially of war and taxing,—how, 

1 say, will these great relies, ivhen they see 'em, 

Look like the monsters of a new Museum ? 


XLI. 

Rut 1 am apt to grow too metaphysical: 

“ The time is out of joint,”—and so am I; 

I quite forget this poem's merely quizzical. 

And deviate into matters rather dry. 

I ne'er decide what 1 shall say, and this 1 call 
Much too poetical; Men should know why 
They write, and for what end; but, note or text, 
1 never know the word which will come next. 
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Soon! ramble, now and tlicri narrating, 

Now poiidci’ing :—it is lime we should narrate : 
T left Don Juan with his horses baiting— 

Now we^ll (jet oVr the ground at a great rate. 

1 shall not he particular in stating 

Ills journey, we've so many tours of late : 
Suppose him then at Pelcrsbiirgh; suppose 
That pleasant capital of painted snows; 


XLIII. 

Suppose him in a handsome uniform; 

A scarlet coat, black facings, a long plume, 
Waving, like sails new shiver’d in a storm. 

Over a cock'd hat, in a crowded room, 

And brilliant brccdics, bright as a Cairn Goririe, 
Of yellow cassimere wc may presume, 

White stockings drawn, uncurdlcd as new milk, 
O'er limbs whose symmetry set off the silk : 
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XLIV. 

Suppose liiiri sword by side, and iiat in band, 

Made up l)y youth, faiiu', and an anny-tailor— 

That great cncliuiiler, at Avliose rod’s command 
Kcauty springs fortli, and Nature’s self turns paler, 
Seeing how Art c.'»n inake- her work more grand, 

( When she don’t pin men’s limbs in like a jailor)— 
lUdiold him placed as if upon a pillar! lie 
Seems Love turn’d a lieutenant of artiUerv ! 


XLV. 

His bandage slipp’d down into a cravat; 

* His wings subdued to epaulettes; liis quiver 
Shrunk to a scabbard, with his arrows at 

His side as a small sword, hut sharp as ever ; 

His bow converted into a cock’d hat; 

But still so like, that P.svche were more clever 
Than some wives (who make blunders no less stupid; 
If she had not mistaken him for Cupid. 
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XLYI. 

Tbc courtiers stared, Uic ladies wliisper’d, and 
The impress smiled; the reigning favourite frown*d— 
I quite forget which of them was in hand 
Just then, as they arc rather numerous found. 

Who took by turns that diliicult command 

t 

Since first her Majesty was singly crown’d : 

Hut they M^ere mostly nervous six-foot fellows^ 

« 

All fit to make a Patagonian jealous. 


XLVII. 

Juan was none of these, hut slight and slim, 

Hlushing and beardless ; and yet nevertheless 
'fhere was a something in his turn of limb, 

And still more in his eye, which seem’d to express, 
That though he look’d one of the Seraphim, 

There lurk’d a Man beneath llie Spirit’s dress. 
Besides, the Empress sometimes liked a boy, 

And had just buried the fai'i>faced Lanskoi. ^ 
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No wondrr then that YormololT, or MomonofT, 

Or SrlicrhatofT, or any o(!u*r off' 

Or />//, drcail her ^^^jcsty had not room nioij{;l 

Williin her bosom (whicli was not loo tough) 
ror .1 new flame ; a thoii.;{hl to rast^of gloom enough 
Along the asjiect, whether smooth or rough, 

Of iiiin who, in the language of his station^ 

Then lield that ** high oflicial situation.” 


XUX. 

Oh, gentle ladies! should you seek to know 
The import of this diplomatic phrase, 

Bid ireland^s Ixindondcrry’s Marquess ^ show 
His (tarts of speech ; and, in the strange displays 
Of that odd string of words, call in a row, 

Which none divine, and every one obeys. 
Perhaps you may pick oat some queer no-meaning, 
Of that weak, wordy harvest the sole gleaning. 
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And (iatherinc, who loved all things (save her Wld? 

Who was gone to his place) and pass’d for much, 
Admiring those (by dainty dames abhorr’d) 

Gigantic gentlemen, yet liad a touch 
Of sentiuieiil; and he she most adored 
Was the lamented Lan:»koi, who was such 
A lover as had cost lier many a tear, 

And yet but made a middling grenadier. 


LV. 

Oh, thou “ teteri'iina causa” of all belli!”— 

'1 hou gate of life and death I—thou nondescript! 
Whence is our exit and our entrance,—well I 
May pause in pondering how all souls are dippM 
In thy perennial fountain:—how man fcU^ I 
Know not, since knowledge saw her branches stripp’d 
Of her first fruit; but how he falls and rises 
Sincey Thou hast settled beyond all surmises. 
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LVI. 

Some call thee “ the worse cause of war,” but 1 
Maintain thou art the best: for, after all, 

From thee we rfjiue, to thee we f] 0 ; and why, 

'fo {’et .it ilur, iiof fi.itfer dow n a w'all, 

0i waste a woihl ? Since no one lan deny 

Ihou dost replenish worlds both {^re.^t and small 
With, or williniil Miee, all thinjjs at a sUruI 
Are, oi would be, thou sea of life’s ilry landl 


bVII. 

tu'itherine, who was the jjrand epitome 
* Of that (»reat cause of war, or jieace, or what 
Vou please (it causes all the lliin{;s which be, 

So you may take your clioii e of lliis or ihat^— 
(Jathcrinc, I say, was very p,lad to sec 
Tlie liaridsoine Iier.dd, on whose plumaf^e sal 
Victory; and, pausiiij; as she saw him kneel 
With his dispatch, forf^ot to break the seal. 
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Then recoUeclin{; the whole Empress, nor 
For{][ettin{; quite the woman (which composed 
At least three parts of this qreat whole) she tore 
The letter*open with an nir which posed 
The court, tliat watch’d each look her visage wore. 
Until a royal smile at length disclosed 
Fair weather for the day. Though rather spacious, 
Her face was noble, her eyes fine, mouth gracious. 


LIX. 

Great joy was hers, or rather joys; the first 
Was a ta’cn city, thirty thousand slain. 

Cilery and triumph o’er her aspect burst. 

As an East-lndian sunrise on the main. 

These quench’d a monicnl her ambition’s thirst- 
So Arab deserts drink in summer’s rain : 

In \nin!—As fall the dews on quenchless sands, 
lUood only serves to wash Ambition’s hands 1 
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LX. 

Her next amusement was more faricit'itl; 

She smiled at mad Siiwarrow*s rli\me.s, who throw 
Into a Russian cou|)let, rather dulL 

TJic whole {'azette of thousands whom he slew. 

Her third was feminine enou{;li (o annul 
'rhe shudder which runs naturally tliroU{];h 
Our veins, when thing's call'd Sovereiijns think it host 
To kdl, and Generals turn it into jest. • 


lAI. 

The two first ferlinjjs ran their course complete, 

* And lit’htcd first her e^c and then her mouth : 
The whole court look’d inimediately most sweet, 
Like flowers w'ell w'aterM after a loii(j drouth :— 
Rut when on the lieulcnanl, at her feet, 

Her Majesty—who liked to {jaze on youth 
Almost as much as on a new dispatch— 

Glanced mildly, all the world was on the watch. 

10 . 
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Thougti somewhat large, exuberant, and truculent, 
WJien wroth; while pleased, she was as fine a figure 
As tiiose wiio like things rosy, ripe, and succulent, 
Would wish to look on, while they arc in vigour. 
She could repay each amatory look you lent 
With interest, and in turn was wont with rigour 
To exact of Cupid’s bills the full amount 
At sight, nor would permit you to discount. 


LXllI. 

Witli licr the latter, tliough at times convenient. 

Was not so necessary ; for they tell 
Tha t she was handsome, and, thougli fierce, look'd lenient, 
And always used lier favourites too well. 

If once beyond her boudoir’s precincts in ye went. 
Your “ fortune” was in a fair way “ to swell 
A man,” as Giles says; ^ for, though she would widow 
all 

Nations, she liked man as an individual. 
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LXIV. 

What a stranf;e thing is man! and what a stranger 
Is woman! WJkiI a whirlwind is her head, 

And what a whirlpool full of depth and danger 
Is all the rest about her! Whether wed, 

Or widow, maid or mother, she can change her 
Mind like I he wind; whatever slic has said 
Or d oiir, iS ^igbt fo what she’ll say nr do 
The oldest thing on record, and yet new! 


LXV. 

Oh, Oathenne ! (for of all interjeclion.s 
* To ihoc both oh ! and tih ! belong of right 
Tn love and war) how odd arc the connexions 
Of human tlioughts, whidi jo.stlc in their (light! 
.lust now your s were cut out in cliffcrenl sections : 

Firsty Ismairs capture caught your fancy quite ; 
Next, of new knights, the fresh and glorious batch 
And, thinlly, he who brought you the dispatch! 
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LXVl. 

Sliakespeare talks of llic herald Mercury 
New lij’lited on a Tleavcii-kissinj; hill 
And some such visions cross'd her Majesty, 

While her young herald knelt before her still. 

Tis very true the hill seem’d rather high 
For a lieutenant to climb up; but skill 
Smoothed even the Simplon's sleep, and, by God’s 

4 

blessing, 

With youth and liealth all kisses are “ Heaven-kissing.” 


LXVII. 

Her Majesty look’d down, the youth look’d up— 

And so they fell in love;—she with his face, ' 

His grace, liLs God-knows-wliat: for Cupid’s cu[) 
With the first draught intoxicates apace, 

A (|uinlcssentinl laudanum or ** black drop,” 

Which makes one drunk at once, without the base 
Kxpedient of full bumpers; for the eye 
In love drinks all life’s fountains (save tears) dry. 
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LXVIll. 

lie, on the other hand, if not in love, 

I'ell into that no less iiiipcrioiis passion, 

Self-love—whieh, when some sort of thing above 
Ourselves, a singiM', dancer, much in f.ishiori, 

Or duchess, princess, empress, “ <leigns to prove*’ 

(* fis Pope’s phrase) a great longing, though a rasli one, 
For oik; especial person out of many, 

Makes us believe ouiselves as good as any. 


hXIX. 

besides, he was of that delighted age 

Which makes all female ages e([ual—when 
We don't much care willi whom we may engage, 
As hold as Daniel in the lion’s den, 

So that w'e can oiir native sun assuage 

In the next ocean, which may flow just then. 
To make a twilight in—just as Sol’s heat is 
Quench’d in the lap of the salt sea, or Thetis. 
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LXX. 

Aiui (latliorine (wc must say thus much for Catherine) 
Tliou)*h hold and bloody, was the kind of thin^; 
Whose temporary passion was (juitc flatterin{j[, 
liccausc each lover look’d a sort of king, 

Made up upon an amatory pattern—> 
royal husband in all save the. ring — 

Which, l)(*irig the daiiiuMest part of matrimony, 
SeeiiiM taking out the sling to leave the honey. 


LXXT. 

tnd when you add to this, her womanhood 
In Its meridian, her blue eyes, or grey— 

V I'he last, if they have soul, are (|uite as good, 

Or belter, as the best examples say : 

Napoleon’s, Mary’s (Queen of .Scotland) should 
Lend to that colour a transcendant ray ; 

And Pallas also sanctions the same hue— 

Too wise to look througli optics black or blue)— 
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LXXII. 

Her sweet smile, nnd her then iiKijestic 

Her ])hinipiiess, lier imperial condescension. 

Her preference of a I)oy to men much hig{j;er 
(I'cllows whom Messallna's self would pension}, 
Her prime of life, just now in juicy vijjour, 

With Ollier crtnis, W'hich wc need not mention, 
All these, or any one of these, explain 
Enough to make a stripling very vain. 


Lxxni. 

\iid lhat\s enough, for love is vanity, 

Selli**h in its L)<>;;iuntiig as its end, 

I'Aci'pl wheic *tisS a mere insanity, 

A maddening siiiill which wouhl strive to blend 
Itself with heaiilv's frail inanitv, 

On wliicli the p.ission*s self seems to de|H*nd : 
And hence some heathoiiisli philosophers 
Make love the inain>spring of the universe. 
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LXXIV. 

Hcsiiles Platonic love, besides the love 
Of (lod, the love of scntiinent, the loving 
Of faithful pairs—(I needs must rhyme with dove, 

'J’liat good old steam-boat whicii keeps verses moving 
’Gainst reason—reason ne’er was haiid-and-glove 
With rhyme, but always loan’d less to improving 
The sound than sense)—besides all these pretences 
To love, there are those things which words name 
senses; 


LXXV. 

Those movements, those improvements in our bodies. 
Which make all bodies anxious to get out 
Of llicir own sand-pits to mix with a goddess— 

For such all women are at first, no doubt. 

Ilow beautiful that moment! and how odd is 
That fever whicli precedes the languid rout 
Of our sensations! What a curious way 
The whole thing is of clothing souls in clay ! 
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LXXVI. 

Tlie noblest kiml of love is love Plitoiiical, 

To cud or to begin with; the next grand 
Is tiiat wiiieh may be christciiM love canonical, 
because the clergy take the thing in hand; 
The third sort, to be iiottd in ounchronicle 
As nourishing in every rhristiaii land, 

Is, Avlien chaste matrons hk their other ties 
\dd wIkiI may be call’d Marrin^'c in disguise. 


LX \ VII. 

^Well, we won't analyse—our story must 
Tell lor itself; the Sovereigu was smitten, 

Juan much flatter’d by her love, or lust;— 

T cannot stop to alter words once written, 

And the two are so iiiixM wdtli human dust, 

That he who names one, both pcrclnancc may hit 
bill in such matters Ru-ssia's mighty Kmpress 
Behaved no better than a common sempstress. 
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Lxxvm. 

The whole court melted into one wide whisper, 
And ail lips were applied unto all ears! 

The elder ladies* wrinkles cml’d much crisper 
As they beheld ; the younjjer cast some leers 
On one anotlier, and each lovely lisper 
Smiled as she talk’d the matter o’er; but tears 
Of rivaksliij) rose in each clouded eye 
or all the standin{>; army who stood by. 


LXXIX, 

All tlie ambassadors of all the powers 
linjuired, Who was this very new young man, 
W^ho promised to be great in some few hours? 

Winch is full soon (though life is but a span). 
Already they bclield the silver showers 
Of rubles rain, as fast as specie can, 

Upon his cabinet, besides the j)resents 
Of several ribbons and some thousand peasants. 
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LXXX. 

(Catherine was {^cnerous,—all such ladies arc : 

Love, that ^reat oj>ener of the heart and all 
The ways that lead there, be they near or far, 
Above, below, by turnpikes great or small,— 
l.ove—though sJie liad a cursed taste for war, 

\nd was not llie best wift?, unless wc call 
.Surh (ilyteinneslra ; though perhaps ’tis better 
That one should die, than two drag on the fetter)- 


LXXXI. 

Love had made L’athrrine make each lover's fortune, 
' I iilike our own half-chaste Elizabeth, 

Whose avarice all disbursements did iiiiporlune, 

If liisfnry, the grand liar, ever saith * 

The liulh; and though grief lier old age might shorte 
llecdiisc she put a favourite to death, 

Her vile, ambiguous method of flirtation. 

And stinginess, disgrace her sex and station 
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lAXXII. 

lUit nlirii ttie Icvcii rose, and all was bustle 
111 the dissolviiif; rirclo, all the nations’ 
Anilinssjilor> l>c(;aii as ’tweic to hustle 

lUmiiil the yoiiii{; ni.in with their conf^ratul.itions 

Also the softer silks were heard to rustle 

« 

Of (gentle ilaineSf ainoii{* whose recreations 
It IS to speculate on li.yidsoine faces, 

Ks|>ecijlly when such lead to liit^h places. 


hxxxin. 

Juan, who found himself, he knew not how', 

A jjeneral objei t of attention, made 
IHs answers with a very {graceful bow, 

As if born for the ministerial trade. 

Thou(;li modest, on his unetiibarrass’d brow 
Nature liatl written f;ontlcmaii.” lie Said 
I.itlle, but to the purpose ; and his manner 
Flnn[^ hovering Graces o’er him like a banner. 
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LXXMV. 

An order from her Majesty eunsi^jn’il 
Our NOiin[; lieutenant to tlie {'enial rare 
Of those in uflice : all the woild look'd kind 
(As il nil! look sometimes with the first stare, 
Wliich south w'ould not art ill to keep in mind , 
As also did Miss Prota.soll* then tlunv, 

N.iiiiivl, from her invstic oflice, “ rj'lpruuveuse,’* 

A term inevjilicaldo to the Muse. 


lAXXV. 

With her then, as in liuiiible duty bound, 

* Juan retired,—and so will 1, until 
My Pe|»asus shall tire of touchinj; (ground. 

VV c have just lit on a “ Ileaven-kissm^j hill. 
So lofty that I feel mv hraiii turn round, 

Aiiil all my fancies whirlinf* like a mill; 
Which is a si[;ntd to my nerves and brain, 

To take a quiet ride in some (freen lane. 




NOTES TO GVNTO IX 


Note i . 

UumarntY wnuld nu\ and thundrr ** IVay''* 

Stuur.i 1. ]a>t linr 

Query, Ney? —Peintm’s Devil. 

Note a. 

yind srntl tht- svnttnv! brf<*re y nut iftitv 

.i \litf nr Iw'n ftniu y nitrurittu* mtutfi. 

St jU/a \ 1. Ill I I, 

“ 1 at tills lime got a being for fatigue, with four 
others.—''Ve were sent to bre^ak biseuit, an<J make a 
mess for liOiil WL'Ilirnrloij's hounds. I was very ban- 
gry. and thought it a good job at the lime, as we got 
our own till while we hioke the biseuit.—a thing f had 
not got loi some days. Wlicn thus engaged, the Pio- 
digal Son w'a.s ne-vei onre out of niy mind . and I .sighed, 
as i fed tlic dog^, oier niy hiiriihle situation and my 
ruined hopes .”—Journal of a Sohlirrof the -//eg"/. 

during the //'’an in Spain. 

Note I 

/{ccdusc he rnuhl no more tlt^est hts tltnntr. 

I.isi line. 

He was killed in a ronspiracy. after his temper bad 
been eiRspcrated, by bis extreme costivity, to a degree of 
insanity. 
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Noth 4- 

vf/if/ had jnsl huticd the Jtiir-faced f^anskru. 

Stanza xlvii. last line 

Ho w:is the “ grande passion” of the grande Cathe¬ 
rine.—See her Lives, under the head of “ I^anskoi.” 

Note 5. 

lint irvtiind't /^nndondcrijr^s Alnnfiietx show 
iln parts of ipt-cih. 

Sianra xlix. linrs 3, f\ 

This was written long before the .suicide of lliat 
person. • 

Note 6. 

Yniir fortune" w^s i/i a fair t»‘<7V “ to swell 
“ y1 man" as fftfrs says, 

Sian/a Ixiii. lines fl, »• 

*• His fortune swells him, it is rank, he’s married.'’ 
—Sirtiilrs (hciTrarli; Massinger. —Sec ** New fP'ar 
to Pay Old Debts," 
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CANTO X 


I. 

WiiK\ Newton saw an apple fall, he found 
* 111 that sli(;ht startle from liis contemplation— 
’Tis w/iV/ (for 1*11 not answer above (ground 

« 

For any safje’s crcctl or ralriiLition)— 

A inode of proving that the earth turn'd round 
In a most natural whirl, rail’d gravitation 
And thus is tlic sole mortal who could grapple, 
Since Adam, with a fall, or with an apple. 
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M;ui fell will» apples, aiul witli apples rose, 

If tills be true ; tor we must deem the mode 
III wliiih Sir Isaac Newton could disclose, 

Tlirou(>Ii the then uiipa\ed stars, the turnpike ro. 
A thiii{< to counterbalance human woes ; 

Tor, ever .since, immortal man hath glow'd 
With all kinds of mechanics, and full soon 
Steam-engines will conduct him to the moon. 


Ilf. 

And wherefore this exordium } —W4iy, just now', 
In taking up this paltry sheet of {>a{>cr, 

My bosom underwent a glorious glow, 

And my internal spirit cut a caper : 

And though so much inferior, as I know, 

To those who, hy the dint of glass and vapour, 
Discover stars, and sail in the w ind’s eye, 

I wish to do as much by poesy. 
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IV. 

Ill tlie wind’s eye 1 have sailM, and sad ; but tbi 
The stars, I own my tt*h?M*ope js dim ; 
hut at the least 1 have sliuniiM the commoii shoie. 

\itd, leaving' laud far out of sj(;ht, would skini 
file oeeaii of Ktcrnitv . the roar 
Of lireakers has not daunted m\ slij'ht, trim, 

I5ul stiU sea-worthy skilf; ajid site may (loal 

here ships have foiindeiM, as doth many a boat 


V. 

We left our hero, Juan, in the bloom 

Of favouritism, hut not yet in the blmh;^ 
And far be it from iny A/n.vei to presume 
(For 1 have more than one Muse at a pusli) 
To follow him beyond tin: drawin(;-rooin : 

It is ciioU(;h that fortune found him flush 
Of youth, and vigour, beauty, and those things 
Which for an instant clip enjoyment's wings. 
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VI. 

l*iiL soon llloy (;ruw :i|»ain and leave llieir nest 
•‘Olil** saitli lilt; Psalmist, “ lliatl had a doveS 
•* Pinions, to llfo away and be at rest !*’ 

Ami wh<», lli.it recollects youn{j years and loves,— 
Tiiou;;li lioarv now, and with a witheriii{j breast. 
And p.ilsied i.iney, winch no lon|*er roves 
Beyond its dimiiiM eye’s sphere,—hut would nunli 
1.1 the r 

Si{;h like his son, than rou{;h like his f;randfalhei' ^ 


VII. 

But $i{'hs subside, and tears (even widows’j shrink, 
Like Arno, in the summer, to a shallow. 

So narrow as to shame their wiiUrv brink, 

Whicli threatens inundations deep and yellow! 
Such diirercnce dotii a few moiitlis make. You'd thii 
Cirief a rich field which never would lie fallow ; 

No more it doth, its ploughs but change their boys| 
Who furrow some new soil to sow for joys. 
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MU. 

Iiiir roaylis Will roiiu* avIilmi si{;lis (lopail— ami now 
Ami llicii Ih Iou- m};Iin icmsc; for oft llir our 
Will luin{; tlir uIIut, nr I hr l.ikr-likc brou 
Js iu!lh <l h\ .1 wiiukU*, oi ihr miii 
O f lilo Irii oMo( k : .uitl, whilr a Ijlow, 

llrc,tu' ami lu irf as Miitiiurr^ (lay*ui(}h <lfUU', 
OVis|u’r.nlN lli<; tlifi-lv nliitli srriiiN t()o purr lor tlay, 

1 hoiisaiuls bla/r, lovr, hope* die:—iiow happy they I—^ 


I\. 

Tut .luati was iiol niiMut to die so soon. 

• We left liiui lu tin’ foius of siirli (;lory 

Vs luav he won h\ la\oiir of the moon 

Or ladies’ fancies—rathei tiansitorv 

¥ 

iV'i'liaps \ hut who would seom the month ot June, 
Uccause Deeeinher, with his hre illi so hoar\, 

Must ioiue.^ Much rather should he court the ray, 
To hoard up warmth a{>am$t a wintry day. 
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X. 

rM'sidcs, he had some qualities which Ax 
Middle-aged ladies even more than young : 

'Flic foriiKM* know what’s what; wliile new-Acdged chii \ 
Know little more of love than what is sung 
111 rhymes, or dream’d (for fancy will play tricks) 
fii visions of tliose skies from whence love sprung 
Some reckon women by their suns or years— 

I rather think the moon should date the dears. 


XI. 

\nd why? because she's cliangeable and chaste. 

1 know no other reason, wdiatsoe’er 
Suspicious people, wlio find fault in haste, 

May choose to tax me with; which is not fair, 
Nor flattering to “ their temper or their taste,” 
\s luy friend Jeffery writes with such an air : 
However, I forgive him, and I tru.st 
He will forgive himself;—if not, I must. 
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Xll. 

Old enemies wlio have bcconif new friends 
Should so continue—'lis a point of honour; 

4iid 1 know' nothin(][ which could make amends 
For a return to liatred : 1 would simii her 
lake {j.irliek, howsoever she extends 

Her hundred arms ttnd le^s, am^faiu outrun her 
Old flames, new wives, hecoiuc our bitterest foes— 
<'.011 verted foes should scoili to join with those. 


XIII. 

'I'iiis were the worst desertion : reuej’adoes, 

, Kven shulliin^; Southey—'that incarnate lie— 
Would scarcely join a^jain tiie ** reforiiudoes,” ' 
Whom lie forsook to All the laureate's sly : 

And iionest men, from Iceland to llarbadocs, 
Whether in (iaiedon or Italy, 

Siiould not veer round with every breath, nor seize*, 
To pain, the iiioineiit when you cease to please. 



f>n\ 


cAyro X, 



XIV. 

I III! lawyer aiul the critic Imt behold 
The baser sides of literature and life, 

\ijd noii{;lil remains unseen, but much untold, 
by those who scour those double vales of strife 
While coiiiinon men jjrow i{i;iioranlly old, 

'I'he lawyer’s iirief is like the surgeon’s knife, 
Oissecting the wdiole inside of a (|uestion. 

\nd w'ilh it all the proicss of digestion. 


XV. 

\ legal broom’s a moral chiinncy-sw’ecper, 

And that’s the reason he himseirs so dirty; 
The einllcss soot * bestows a tint far deeper 
'1 hail can he hid hy altering his shirt; he 
detains the sable stains of the dark creeper— 
Vt least sonii' Uvcnly-nine tlo out of thirty, 
111 all tl leir habits ;—iSot soj oi/, 1 own ; 

\s (kvsar wore his robe you ^vc^a^ your gown. 





!M»N J( 




An<i all our litlk* k'lids, at Ir.ist all tnint\ 

Dear .li llVi y, oiui* in\ most irdoiihti’d loo 
As i.ir .us liiyiiu’ .\iiil rritirivni coinlnix; 

'la iiiakv Midi puppots of us l]iiii|;s lu*l<uv), 

Art* : Ili*iv*s a lir-iltli tu AuM J«in{{ Sviiul’’ 
1 I in not know \ou, and iiiav ncvor know 

« w 

Vour f.ioo.—l»ul you li.wo aolcd on tlio ulio* 

Most iio]d\, and 1 own it fioiu iiiv soul. 


XMI. 

And wlii'n 1 usi* llio jdiraso of Auld Laii{} Sync I" 

’Tis not addru-Ns’d to yni—-llic more’s tlie pity 
I’or iiu*, for I w'ould ialln r lake my wine 

’ m 

Willi you, tlian au^ht .Save Srolt^ in your proud city. 
Tut snincliow,—it may soom a sdioolhoy's whine, 

And yet I seek not to he {jrand nor witty, 
hut I am lidir a Scot by birth, and bred 
A whole one, and my heart flies to niy head,— 
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As “ Auld Lanp Syne** brinjjs Scotland, one and all, 
Scotch plaids, Scotch snoods, tlic blue hills, and clo.n 
streams, 

I he Dee, the Don, llalgounic's Brig’s black u>aU^^ 

All iny boy feelings, all my gentler dreams 
Of what I then du amty clothed in tlieir own pall, 

Like Bannuo’s offspring—floating past me seems 
;My childliood in this childislincss of mine : 

1 care not—*tis a glimpse of “ Auld Ijang Sync.’* 


XIX. 

And though, as you remember, in a fit 
Of wrath and rhyme, when juvenile and curly, 

I rail’d at Scots to show my wrath and wit, 

Which must be own*d was sensitive and surly. 

Yet ’tis in vain such sallies to permit^— 

Tlicy cannot qucncli young feelings fresh and early : 
I “ scotch'd^ not kill’d,” the Scotchman in my blood, 
And love the land of “ mountain and of flood,” 
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XX. 

Don Juan, who was real or ideal,— 

For both are much tlic s;ime, since what lueu think 
Exists wlicn the once tliiukcrs are less real 
Tii 111 w'li.it the) tliou^jlit, for mind can never sink, 
\n(l ’{{ainst the body nukes a strong appeal; 

And >et ’tis very pu/./liiig on the brink 
Of wiut IS caH'd Eternity, to stare, 

\iid know no inore of what is here, than there •« 


XXI. 

Don Juan grew a very polishM Hussian— 

• I/ow we won’t mention, we need not say : 
Few youthful minds can stand the strong concussion 
Of any slight teniptatioD in their way; 

But /iiA just now were spread as is a cushion 
Smoothed for a monarch’s seat of honour: gay 
Damsels, and dances, revels, ready money, 

Made ice seem Paradise, and winter sunny. 
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The favour of the Eiii|iTess was a{>i'ecablc ; 

And, ihmigh the duty Avax’d a little hard, 
Yoiiiij]; people at his time of life shuiihi be abh’ 
I’o ('onie off handsomely in that regard, 
lie noAV AV.is groAviiig up like a green tree, able 
I’or love, war, or ainliition, Avhieh reward 
Their luckier \otaries, till old age’s tedium 

t 

Make some prefer the circulating medium. 


XXIIl. 

About this time, as might have been anticipated, 
Seduced by joulh and dangerous examples, 
Don Juan grew, I fear, a lilllo dissipated; 

Which is a sad thing, and not only tramples 
t)n our frt?sh feelings, but—as being participated 
With all kinds of incorrigible samples 
Of frail humanity—must make us sellisb, 

.Viid shut our souls up in us like a shell-fish. 



< ANTO X. 


HON Jl. iX, 


2 | » 


XXIV. 

• Ins w<’ ]>:i'*s ovrr \\c will also pass 

I llO USU.ll pl'0|;U*SS (if llltll'piCS 

\ n< < inl JOiitiln-s, sm li as arc, alas I 

V vuii);' licuti nant’s Avltli a ihH «»A/Qiua;n, 
l!ut IS not so youtiifiil as sin* was 

III .ill ill* lONaltv of swrct M'vcntocJi. 

I r 

^<>v^ ri’l;',iis naN ‘'w.iv iiiali'iul?., Iiul not mailer, 
\imI Wiiiikl(s (llif cl—cl cU'iiuK’Mls) won't fl.itUn*. 


\iul Dialli, llio sovoicif.iis* Sovcroiftii, thoufvli the p.it al 
(fiarrliiis of all inoitality, wlio levels 
Willi Ills laws, the hij^jh estate 

Of liim who fcM'^ts, ami lifjhls, aiul roars, anil revels, 
To one small prass-jpown patch (which must await 
(’orrnplioii for its crop) with the poor devils 
Who never had a fool of land till now,— 

Death's a reformer, all men must allow. 



DON JL’AN. 


canto X. 




XXVI. 

Ic iiv(Ml (not Death, but Juan) in a hurry 

or waste, and haste, and (>lnre, and f;loss, an« glitter, 

II this gay eliinc of bear-skins black and fury— 

Which (though I hate to say a thing tha.'’s bitter, 

'<r|) out soiiietiini‘s, when things are in a (lurry, 

Tlirough all the ** {mr|ilc and line luen,” fitter 

’'or Ikihvlon’s than KussiaVs royal harlot— 

^ « 

% 

iiid neutralize her outward show of icarlct. 


XXVII. 

And this same state we won't describe : we would 
IVi'liaps from hearsay, or from recollection ; 
but gelling nigh grim Dante's obscure wood,” 

That horrid equinox, that hateful section 
Of human years, that h.ilf-way iiouse, that rude 

Hut, whence wise travellers drive with circumspection 
l.ife's sad post-horsi*s o'er the dreary frontier 
Of age. and, looking back to youtli, give one tear;— 



t^ANTO X. 


DOV JI AM. 



XXVIII. 

1 won't describe—that is, if I can help 
Description; and I won’t reflect—that is, 

If 1 can slave off thoiit;ht, which—as a whelp 
Ciiii{;s to Its teat—sticks to me through thcabys> 
Of this odd hihyriiith ; or as the kelp 
llohU l)v the rock ; or as a lover’s kiss 

w 

Drains its first draught of lips:~hut, as I said, 

1 ii'on’t philosoplii/e, and will be read. ^ 


XXIX. 

.hian, instead of courting courts, was courted, 

' ' \ thing wdiicli liappens rarely : this he owed 
^Miicli to his youth, and much to his reported 
Valour ; much «also to the blood he show'd, ’ 
lake a racc-horse ; much to each dress he sporUrd, 
Which set the licauty oif in which he glow’d, 
As puqdc clouds liefriuge the sun; Lut most 
lie owed to an old woman and his |K>st. 



OON* JIA>. 


CANTO X. 


2\H 


XXX. 

!!«• wmU: to Spain :—and all his near relations, 
Perreiviujj ho was in a handsome way 
or ;;«:(lin[' on iiiinsolf, and lindin(; stations 
I’or cousins also, answer’d Ihc same day. 
Several piepaved llieiiiscives for eniij^rations ; 

And, ealinj; iees, W(*re o’c'i'lieard to say, 

'I'hat with the addition of a .sli[*ht pelisse, 
Madrid’s and Moscow’s dimes rverc of a-piece. 


XXXl. 

Ilis mother, Donna Inez, findin^T too 
That ill the lieu of draw'in^j on his banker. 

Whore Ins assets >veie waxinfj rather few, 
lie had brmit^ht his spendinj; to a handsome anchor,— 

Replied, “ that she Mas j»lad to sec him tlirou[;h 
‘‘ Those pleasures after which wild youth will hanker 
As the sole sign of man’s being in his senses 
Is, learning to reduce his past expenses. 



tAXTO X. 


L>OX JtAV 




XXXIT. 

Slic also rccoinnii'iuliMl liim to (lOtl, 

‘‘ Vnd no lt*s> to (iorrs Son» as avcU as Mother, 
WarnM liiiii aj; linsl (ireek-worslnp, ^vhich looks o<hl 
In Catholic eu's ; hut told him too to sinotlicr 
dislike, ^\lIi(•h don’t look well abroad : 
Inform’d idni that h«: had a little brother 
born in a sctoinl \Yedlo« k ; and above 
' All. praised the l!!mj)reNsrs nnUcrnul love 


XXXIIT. 

“ She could not too iiiurh fjivc her approbation 
• I uto ail Ciiipress, who preferi’d >oun(' men 

Whose a|;e, an«l, wliat w'as lielter still, whose nation 
“ Ami climate, stoj»|>M .dl scandal ^imw and tTien);— 
U home it ini;;ht h.ivo f;iven her some vexation ; 

“ but wIuTC thermometers .sunk dow’n to ten, 

“ Or five, or one, or zero, slie could never 
‘‘ believe that virtue thaw’d before the river ” 



1^)0 


DON JUAN. 


CANTO X. 


XXXIV. 

Oh for a fortyparson power ^ to chaunt 
Thy praise, Hypocrisy ! Oh for a liyniii 
Loud as the virtues thou dost loudly vaunt, 

Not practise! Oh for trumps of clicrubim! 
Or the ear-truinpcl of iny {jood old aunt, 

Who, thougli her spectacles at last grew dim, 
Drew <|met ronsolition through its hint, 

Wlicn slie no more could read the pious print. 


XXXV. 

She was no hypocrite, at least, poor soul! 

Bui went to Heaven in as sincere a way 
As any body on the elected roll, 

Which portions out upon the judgment day 
Heaven's frecliolds, in a sort of doomsday scroll, 
Such as tlic conqueror William did repay 
His Vnights with, lotting others properties 
Into some sixty thoustiiid new knights* fees. 



<’A\TO X. 


oov jlan. 


i5i 


XXXVI. 


I can't complain, whose ancestors arc there, 

Krneis, Railulplms—ci(»ht-an(l-forty manors 
(If tli.it iny memory doili not |;reatly err) 

Wore their reward for followin(j liilly’s hanners ; 


A till, tliOU(;ii I can't help thinking 'Uvas scarce fair 
To strip the Saxons of their like tinners. 

'I et as they founded churclics with the produce, 
You’ll deem, no doubt, they put it to a good use. 


XXXVII. 

1 lie gentle Juan llourisliM, thou|;li at times 
' He felt like other plants—call'd sensitive, 

Which shrink from touch,as inonarchs do from rhymes 
Save such as Southey can afford to give. 

Perhaps he long’d, in bitter frosts, for rlimcs 
In which the Neva’s icc would cease to live 
before May-day : |)erhaps, despite his duty, 

In royalty’s vast arms he sigh’d for beauty : 
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DON JL'AN. 


CANTO X. 


XXXVIII. 

Perhaps,—but, sans perhaps, we need not seek 
I'or causes youi]{' or old: the cankcr-worin 
Will feed upon the fairest, freshest cheek, 

As well as fuither drain the witlier’d form: 

Clare, like a house-keeper, hrin{js every week 

f 

His bills in, and, however we may storm, 

They must ))c paid: though six days smoothly run, 
The seventh will brinfj blue devils or a dun. 


XXXIX. 

I don't know how it was, but he grew sick : 

The Empress was al.triii’d, and lier physician 
(The same who physic’d Peter) found the tick 
(A: his fierce pulse betoken a condition 
Which augurM of Iho dead, however quick 
Itsidf, and showM a feverish disposition \ 

At which the whole court was extremely troubled, 

The Sovei'eign shock'd, and all bis medicines doubled. 



i-.ANTO X . 


DUN JUA>. 


7.53 


XL. 

Low wero llio whispers, inanilbhi the riiiitours: 

Some said he ii.ul been poison’d by Potemkin , 
Otliers talk’d learnedly of certain tumours, 
Kvliaiistion, or disorders (»f the same kiu ; 

Some said 'Iwas .i concoction of the humours. 

Which with the Mood too readily will claim kin ; 
Others ;){;ain were ready y) maintain, 

“ Twas only the fati(;iie of last caiiipai(;n.*’ 


XLI. 

Put here is one prescription out of many : 

Sodas-Sulphat. 3. vi. 3. $. Mannac optiiii. 

“ Aq. fervent. F. 3. iss. 3ij. tinct. Seritnn 

“ llaiistus” (And here the surgeon cainc and cupp’d 
him) 

“ 1^. Pulv. Com. gr. iii. Tpccacuanhac” 

(With more be.side if Juan h.id not stopp’d 'em.) 

** Bolus Potassa: Sulpliurct. sumenduSy 
** Et haustus ter. in die capieodus.” 
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CANTO X. 


XLll. 

This is the way pliysicians mend or end us, 
Secundum artein: hut althou(;h we sneer 
III health—when ill, we call them to attend us. 
Without the least propensity to jeer : 

While that “ huitus maxime deflendus/* 

To be lillM up by spade or mattock, 's near. 
Instead of i;lidin(' graciously down Lethe, 

I 

We lease mild baillie, or soft Abcrnethy. 


XLIII. 

Juan demurred at this first notice to 
Quit; and, though death had threaten’d an ejection, 
lU: youth and constitution bore him through. 

And sent the doctors in a new direction, 
but still his state was delicate : the hue 
Of health but dicker’d with a faint reflection 
Along his wasted cheek, and seem’d to gravel 
The faculty—who said that he must travel. 



CANTO X. 


DON JIAN. 


\uv. 

The climate was loo coUl, they said, for him, 
Mei'idian-horii, to bloom in. This opinion 
Maiii: tlw chaste Catheiiiie look a little grim, 

VVJio did not like at iirst to loose her minion: 
r)Ut w'hen slio saw his ilaxzliiig «'ye^wa\ dim, 

And drooping like an eagle’s with tlippM pinion, 
She then resolved to send him on a mission, 

Hut in a style becoming his cuuditioii. 


XLV, 

There was just then a kind of a discussion, 

• A sort of treaty or negociation 
Between the British cabinet and Russian, 

Maintiin’d with all the due prevariratiori 
With which great states such things are apt to push on; 

Sometfiing about the Baltic's navigation, 

Hides, train-oil, tallow, and the riglits of Tlietis, 
Which Britons deem their uti [mssidetis.’* 



a56 


IlON Jt’AX. 


XL VI. 

So Catherine, who had a handsome way 
Of fittin{; out her favourites, eonferrM 
This secret cliarge on .luan, to display 
At once her ro)id splendour, and reward 
His services. He kiss’d Jiands tlie next day, 

Received instructions liow to play ids card, 

Was laden with all kinds of (;ifls and iiunours, 

Which show’d what {^rcat disceriinient was the donor' 


XLVJI. 

Hut she wus lucky, and luck’s all. Your Queens 
Are i'cncrally prosperous in rei|;uingi 
Which puzzles us to know what fortune means. 

Rut to continue : though her years were waning. 
Her climacteric teased her like her teens; 

And though her dignity hrookM no complaining, 
So much did Juan*s setting off distress her, 

She could not find at first a fit successor. 



rA\TO X. 



XLMII. 

}iut Time, the comforter, will come at last; 

Ami four'aiid-tweiity hours, and twice tiiat numlu-i 
Of candidates re^uestinf' to be placed. 

Made Catiieriiie tsiste next nif^ht a quiet sluinlici :— 
Not that site meant to hx a(jiaiti in haste, 

Nor did she ilnd the quantity encumber, 

Hut, always choosing with deliberation, 

Kept the place open fur their emulation. 


XLIX. 

While this high post of honour’s in al>eyaiic(', 

• For one or two days, reader, we request 
You’ll mount witli our young hero the conveyance 
Which wafted him from Petershurgli: the lx!St 
Barouche, which had the glory to display once 
The fair Czarina’s autocratic crest 
(When, a new Iphigcoe, she went to Tauris), 

Was given to her favourite, ® and now bore his, 

I a 
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L. 

A i)ull-ilo[;, and a buU-finch, and an ermine, 

All private favourites of Don Juan; for 
(Let deeper sages tlic true cause determine) 
lie liad a kind of inclination, or 
Weakness, for }vliat most people deem mere vermin— 
Live animals:—an old maid of tlirccscore 
For cats and birds nior^ penchant ne*er display’d, 

’ Although he was not old, nor even a maid. 


LI. 

The animals aforesaid occupied 
Their station: there were valets, secretaries, * 

1q other vehicles; but at his side 
Sat little Leila, who survived the parries 
He made ’gainst Gossacque sabres, in the wide 
Slaughter of Ismail. Though my wild Muse varies 
Her note, she don’t forget the infant girl 
Whom he preserved, a pure and living pearl. 



canto X. 


DON JUAN. 


Ml. 

Poor little thin{;! She was as fair as docile. 

And with that serious cliaractiM', 

As rare in living beings as a fossile 
Man, 'midst th\ mouldy iiiaiiiinoths,** grand Cuvier!** 
Ill lilted with her ignorance to jo«4le 

With this o’erwheliiiing worhl, where all must cir: 
hut she was yet hut ten ye^rs nhl, and therefore 
Was tranquil, though she knew not why or wliercfore. 


ijir. 

Don Juan loved her, and she loved him, as 
* Nor brother, father, sister, daughter love. 

I cannot tell exactly wliat it was; 

lie was not yet quite old enough to prove 
Parental feelings, and the other class, 

Call’d brotherly affection, could not move 
His bosom—for be never had a sister: 

Ah! if he liad, how much he would liave miss’d her! 



\\id still less was it sensual; for besides 
Tliat lie was not an ancient debauchee 
fVVIio like soui fruit to stir tlioir veins’ salt tides, 
As acids rouse a dormant alkali), 

Altliou(}li (V wiH happen as our planet guides) 
llis youth was not the chastest that might be, 
riiere was the purest platonism at bottom 
Of all his teelings—only he forgot ’em. 


LV. 

Just now there was no peril of temptation 
lie loved the infant orphan he had saved, 

As patriots (now and then} may love a nation; 

His pride too felt that she was not enslaved, 

Owing to him ;^as also her salvation, 

Througli his means and the cliurch’s, might be paved j 
But one thing’s odd, which here must be inserted— 
The little Turk refused to be converted. 



lANTO 


i»nv riw. 


?rM 


h\\. 

Twas cnouf^li she should rctiii) the impression 

Tlirou"h such a scene of chan(jc, and dread, aii<l 
slniighlor; 

I^ut, tlircc hisiinps told her the trans{;ressi(>ti, 

She showM a {jre.il di«^like lo 1 ^,o1y water : 

She also had no passion for confession ; 

Perhaps she had iioliitn^' lo confess s—no mattci , 
WhateVr the cause, the cliiircli made little of it—* 

She still held out that Maliouict was a prophet. 


LVIF. 

Ill fact, the only Christian she conld bear 

Was Juan, whom she seemM to have selected 
In place of what her home and friends once were. 

lie naturally loved what he protected ; 

And thus they form’d a rather curious pair: 

A guardian green in years, a w^ard connected 
In neither clinic, time, blood, with her defender; 
And yet this want of ties made tlieir’s more tender. 



9.6?. 
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CANTO X. 


LVlll. 

TIloy journey’d on throu{>h Poland and through Warsaw, 
Famous for mines of salt and yokes of iron : 
Through Courland also, which that famous farce saw 
Which gave her dukes the graceless name of Bi- 
roii.”" 

'Tis the same landscape which the modern Mars saw, 
Who marcliM to Moscow, led by Fame, the syren! 
«To lose, by one month’s frost, some twenty years 
Of conquest, and his guard of grenadiers. 


LIX. 

bet not this seem an anti-climax :—**Oh! 

My Guard! my old guard !*' exclaim’d that God 
of clay.— 

Think of the Thunderer’s falling down below 
Garotid-artery-cuUing Castlereagh !— 

Alas! that glory should be chill’d by snow! 

But, should wc wish to warm us, on our way 
Through Poland, there is Kosciusko’s name 
Might scatter fire through ice, like Uecla’s flame. 



CANTO X, 


DON JL'AN. 



LX. 

From Poland iliey I'aiiie on tlirougli Prussia Proper, 
Ami Ivoiiingsbcii; the capitvil, whose vaunt, 
Besides some veins of iron, lead, or eopper, 

Has lately Ijcen the (jreat Professor Kant. 

Juan, who cared not a lohacco-slopper 
About philosophy, pursued his jaunt 
To Germany, wliosc somewhat lardy millions 
Have pririLCS who spur more than their postilions.^ 


LXl. 

And thence throuf;h Berlin, Dresden, and the like, 
« Until lie rcacliM the castellated Hliine : — 

A'c f'lorious Gothic scenes! how much ye strike 
All phantasies, not even excepting mine: 

A grey wall, a green ruin, rusty pike, 

Make iny soul pass the equinoctial line 
Between the present and jjast worlds, and hover 
Upon their airy confine, half-seas-over. 



DOV JUAN. 


CANTO X. 




LXTT. 

Hut .luan posted on tlirouf;li Manheitn, Bonn, 
Which Drachcnfols frowns over, like a spectre 
Of the {{oocl feudal times for ever gone, 

On which I iiavc not time just now to lecture. 
bVoin llicncc lie was drawn onwards to Cologne, 
A city which presents to the inspector 
hlevcn thousand maidenheads of hone, 

greatest number flesh hath ever known. ^ 


LXIIL 

From thence to Holland's Hague and Tielvoctsluys, 
That water land of Dutchmen and of ditches, » 
Where junijier expresses its best juice— 

\he poor man’s sparkling substitute for riches. 
Senates and sages have condemn’d its ilsc— 

But to deny the mob a cordial which is 
Too often all the clothing, meat, or fuel 
(rood government has left them, seems but cruel 



CAVTO X. 


DOV JL'W, 




LXIV. 

Here he embarkM, ami, with a flowing sail, 

Went boundinj; for the island of the free, 
Towards wliich the impatient wind blew hall .1 j'ale 
dastiM the spr.iy, the bows dippM in the sea 
\ii<l sea-siek passeng<*rs turn'd sopiewhal pale: 

but Juan, Si‘asunM, as lie well nn(;ht Im‘ 
by former voyaj'es, stood Jo watch the skilT'* 

VVliltli pass'd, or calcli the first (;linipso of the ilifTs 


LXV. 

At length they rose, like a while wall along 
' The blue sea's border ; and Don Juan fell— 
What even young sktrangers feel a little strong^ 

At the first siglit of Albion's chalky IhjIi— 

A kind of pride that he should l>e among 

Those haughty shop-keejH'rs, wlio sternly dealt 
Their goods and edicts out from pole to pole, 

And made the very billows pay them toll. 



LXVl. 


I ii.iM' no aiUsSc to lo\c that spot of earth, 

Wliitli lioUis what might ha\fe been tlic noblest nation 
l!ut, thougli 1 owe it little but my birth, 

I li-el a iiiLvM rei'ret and veneration 
l*'or it!» decayin(’ fame and former worth. 

Seven years (the usual term of transportation; 

Of ahsence lay one's old reselltiiients level, 

^Vheu a man's country's (joirif; to tlic devil. 


LX MI. 

Al.i>! could she but fully, truly, know 
How her {jreat tiniiie is now throughout abhorr'tL; 
How iM^er all the earth is for the blow 
\?hii'h shall lay hare her bosom to the sword; 
How all the nations deem her their worst foe, 

That worse than worst of Joes —the once adored 
False friend, who held out freedom to mankind. 

And now would chain them, to the very mind 



CANTO X. 
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Lxvm. 

Would she be proud, or boast herself the free, 
Who is hut first of sLives? The natious are 
111 prison ; but the jailor, what is he ? 

No less a victim to the bolt and bar. 

Is the poor privilege to turn the key 
I'poii llie captive, freedom? lie's as far 
Froiii the etijoymeul of the earth anti air 
Who watclies oVr the chain, as thev who wear. 


LXIX. 

Don Juan now saw Albion’s earliest beauties-^ 

• Thy tlifls, Dover ! harbour, and hotel; 
Thy custoin-liousc, with all its delicate tluties; 

Thy waiters running mucks at every bell; 

Thy packets, all whose passengers art^ liootics 
To tlio.se who u|>on land or water dwell; 

And last, not least, to strangers uninstructed, 

Thy long, long bills, whence nothing is deducted. 
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LXX. 

.lu.ni, thoufvli careless, young, and magninque, 

And rich in rubles, diamonds, cash, and credit, 
Who did not limit much his bills per week, 

A'el stared at tliis a little, though he paid it— 
(His inaggior duqmo, a smart, subtle Greek, 

before him summM the awful scroll and read it; 
liut doubtless as llie air^though seldom sunny, 
free, the respiration’s worth the money. 


LXXT. 

On with the horst's! Off to Canterbury! 

'rraiiip, tramp oVr pebble, and splasli, splash through 
puddle; * 

Hurrah ! bow swiftly speeds the post so merry ! 

Not like slow Germany, wherein they muddle 
Vlong the roa<l, as if they went to bury 
Tlu'ir fare; and also pause, besides, to fuddle 
ith “ schnapps’’—sad dogs! whom “ Ilundsfot” or 
“ Forflucter” 

AlTcct no more than lightning a conductor. 



C ^VTO \. 



LXXIl. 

^ow', lliorc is notliiiijv {;ivos a iimi such spirits, 
l.c\»vi*niuf; his hloo<l as (iaycnne acurry^ 
As ijoinj; at full spn'il—no matU*r whore its 
Direction he, so ^tis hut in a hurry, 

\inl lUiTolv for llio sate of its own merits: 

For the le-<s c.iuse there is for all tills flurry, 
The; greater is the pleasure in arrivinij 
\l the {peat t nd of travel—which is clrivin{;. 


hxxni. 

They saw at Fanteilmry the fMilhc<lral; 

I’jlaek Ktlwanl’s luiin, ami I'Ockel's hlomly stone, 
Were pointed out as usual hy the hcdral, 

III tlic same (piaiiit, unintcresleil lone :— 

There’s {»lory aj^aiii for you, f;enllo r«*ader! all 
Kruis in a rusty casi^uo and dubious Immic, 
Half-solved into those sodas or nia{];ncsiaM, 

Which foriii that liittcr draught, the human species. 
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LXXIV. 

‘Mu* cfTrct on Juan was of course sublime ; 

He brcallicil a tliousarul (Iressys, as he saw 
I hat casque, which never stoop’d, except to Time. 

ICven the bold churchuian’s tomb excited awe, 
Who died in the then threat attempt to climb 
O’er kin(;s, who at least talk of law, 
I'efore they butelier. Little Leila (jazed, 

^nil ask’d why sudi a structure had been raised: 


LXXV. 

And, hcirq{ toid it w'as Ood’.s house,” she Said 
He was well lodjjcd, luil only wonder’d how 
He MiiferM infidels in his homestead, 

TFio cruel jNazarenes, who liad laid low 
His holy temples in the lands which bred 
The true Indievers ;—and her infant brow 
Was bent with grief that Mahomet should resign 
iV mo.St^ue so uohle, flung like pearls to swine. 



CANTO X. 


LXXVI. 

On, on! through meadows, managed like a garden, 
A paraciise of hops and high production, 

For, after years of travel by a bard in 
(Countries of greater heat but less4;r suction, 

A given field is a sight which makes him pardon 
The absence of that more suldiinc construction, 
Whicli mixes up vines, olives, precipices, 
tilaciers, \ohanos, oranges, and ices. 


LXXVII. 

And wlieii I think upon a pot of lH*cr- 

, But I won't weep !—ami so, drive on, postilions! 
As the smart boys spurr’d fast lu tlieii career, 

Juan admired these liigliwa\s of free iiiillions; 

A country in all senses the must dear 
To foreigner or native, save some silly ones, 

Who kick against the pricks" just at this juncture, 
And for their pains get only a fresh puncture. 





DON Jl'AN. 
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Lxxvnf. 

Wli.'it a <leli{}litful a turnpike-roail I 

So siiiootli, so Icvol, such a mode of sliavin(' 

Till* cartli, as scarce the eagle in ihe broad 

Air can nccoiuplisli, willi bis wide wings waving. 
Had such been ciiL in Phaeton’s time, the tiod 
Had told his son to satisfy his craving 
With the A'ork mail;—but, onward as we roll, 

“ Siirgit aiuari aliejnid”—the toll! 


bXXlX. 

Mas ! how deeply painful is all payineiit! 

Take lives, take w'ivcs, take aught except men’s purses. 
\s M.uhiavel shows tho$<* in purple raiment. 

Such is till.* shortest way to general curses. 

They hate a murderer much less than a claimant 
On that sweet ore, which every body nurses:— 

Kill a man's family, and he may brook it— 
hut keep your hands out of his breeches' pocket. 





tA\TO \. 


rn»N 


1-3 


LXXX. 

So said tin* Florciilinc : vo monarchs. hearken 
1 o your instructor. Tuan now was borne. 

Just as the day hct;an to wane and darken, 

O or the hij;h hill which looks with pride or scorn 
Iowa id tlie {jrtMl city :—ye who ^ave a spark in 
Y »ur veins of (lockney spirit, smile or mourn, 
Accordinj; as you take thii^s well or ill— 
hold hritons, we are now on Shooter*^ Hill! 


LXXXI. 

The sun went down, the smoke rose up, as from 
* A half-unquenchM volcano, oVr a space 
Whicli well beseem'd the ‘‘ Dovirsdrawinf-rooiu.” 

As some have qualified that wondivius place, 
ftiit Juan felt, thouf;h not approacfiinf; homey 
As one who, thoiq^^h he were not of the rare, 
Revered the soil, of those true sons the mother 
Who butcher'd half the cartii, and bullied t'other '* 
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LXXXII. 

\ mighty mass of brick, and smoke, and shipping, 
Dirty and dusky, but as ividc as eye 
Could reach, with here and llicre a sail just skipping 
Tn siglit, then lost amidst the forestry 
Of masts; a wilderness of steeples peeping 
On tiptoe, through their sea-coal canopy ; 

\ huge, dun cupola, like a foolscap crown 
i)ii a fool’s head—and there is London town! 


Lxxxni. 

hut Juan saw not this: each wreath of smoke 
Appear’d to him but as the magic vapour 
Of some alchvmic furnace, from whence broke 
The wealth of worlds (a wealth of tax and paper) 
The gloomy clouds, which o’er it as a yoke 
Vre bow’d, and put the sun out like a taper, 
Were nothing hut the natural atmosphere— 
Extremely wholesome, though but rarely clear. 
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LXXXIV. 

He paused—and so will 1—as doUi a crew 

Before tliey (jivc llicir broadside. By and by^ 

My {>011116 counirNiiu'ii, wo will rciirw 

Our old anjuaintanco ; and at least Til try 

To tell you truths will not lake as true, 

Because they are so :—a male Mi>. I’rv, 

Willi a soft bosom will I swoon Ntuir balls, 

• * * 

And brush a web or two from off the walls 


LXXXV. 

Oh, Mrs. Fry I why {jo to New|jate ? VVby 
* Preach to poor ro{>ues ? And wherefore not bcf’iii 
With C—It—n, or with other houses Try 
Your hand at harden’d and imperial sin. 

To mend the people’s an absurdity, 

A jargon, a mere plnlanthropic din, 

Tnless you make their betters lictler ;—Fie I 
1 thought you had more religion, Mrs. Fry. 
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LXXXVI. 

I'cacli lliein tlie decencies of good threescore : 

dun; them of lours, Hussar and Higliland dresses : 
Tell tlicm tiiat youth once gone returns no more; 

That hired liuzzas redeem no land’s distresses: 
Tell them Sir Vy—11—m (1 —rt—s is a bore, 

Too dull even for the dullest of excesses— 

The witless Talslaff of hoary Hal, 

» \ fool whose hells have ceased to ring at all;— 


LXXXVll. 

1'oll them, though it may he pcrliaps too late 
On life’s worn confine, jaded, bloated, sated, * 

I'o set up vain pretences of being great, 

'Tis not so to be good; and be it stated, 

The worthiest kings have ever loved least state; 

And tell them——but you won’t, and I have prated^ 
lust now enough ; but by and by ITl prattle 
Like Roland’s horn in Roncesvallcs’ battle. 



NOTES TO C\iNTO X 
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Notf. t. 

ff finltl \t arcvl\ /ni/i f/it* “ trfffrmmlt>r%y 

St.in/..i XMi. Iiitf 3. 

“ Kclorniers," or jatlirr '* Kt*rornigtl.” 'i’he Daron 
Dradwartliiic, lu Wjneilojy, is anthonlv lor the won! 

Note 

Tht ffhlffis \fjfif ft tintJtir titrfivf 

7 V an t nn In; hul hy u/lrun^ fn\ shut. 

Sl.tiu.i \\ iiiws j 

Qucr \, suit ? —PiiiNTEii's Devil. 

Note o. 

Btil^oumc i Mauk. wall. 

Siaii/.i xtiii. Iiiii- ^ 

The bri^ ul’ Don. near the auhJ Kmn ' oi AlimJecu, 
Tvith its one aivh and its lilack deep salmon slrcani l>cluw, 
\s in my memory as yesterday. 1 ftlill remember, though 
perhaps 1 may misquote,, iheawlul proxerb which made 
me pause to cross it, and yet lean over it with a chilJuh 
delight, being an only son, at least by the mother's side. 
The saying as recollected hy me was tiiis—but I have 
never heard or seen it since 1 was nine years of age 

“ llrig rtf Bnl^rtimic, bltuK^s yonr wo”; 

** Wi* a wift-'b ar ton and a mcar*s av foaly 

** Down yc »baJl fa*?” 
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Note 4* 

OhyJ’or a f«»ily-pai!*on powor tq chaunt 

Thy praiu'y Hypocrisy / 

Stan7a nxtiv. line^ i, a. 

A metaphor taken from the “ forty-horse power” 
oi a slciirn-ciiginc. Tiiat mad wag, the Keverend S. S., 
sitting by a brolhtM-t'icrgyinaii at dinner, observed af¬ 
terwards that his dull ncighljour liad a ** tweivc-par^ 
son power" of conversation. 

Note 5. 

7'fi strip the Saxam of theii hydes, Hke tanners. 

Siaii/a lino 6. 

Hyde.”—I believe a hyde of land to be a legitimate 
word, and as such subject to (he tax of a quibble. 

Note 6 . 

fTns |t;iVcn to herJavumrite^ and now boro liis. 

• Staii/a xlix. la&t line. 

The Fniprcss went to the Crimea, accompanied by 
(he Emperor Joscpli, in the year—I iorget which. 

Note 7 . 

fThich giwe her diihes the graceless name Diron” 

Sinn/a biii. lino 4* ■ 

In the Empress Anne's time, Bircn her favourite as¬ 
sumed (lie name and arms of the Biron-s" of France, 
which families are yet extant with that of England. 
There arc still the daughters of Coiirland of that name ; 
one of them 1 remember seeing in England in the blessed 
year of the Allies—tlic Duchess of S.—to whom the 
English Duchess of S- — ■—t presented me as a name¬ 
sake. 



notes to I'an to X. 



Note 8. 

Rleifen thnusumi rmtutcnhcatii 

'ilic f'reateit numhtr flesh hath ei-er Anown. 

SiAiu>i l\ii. lines 7, B. 

St. Ursula and licr eleven thousand Titgios were still 
extant in 1816. and may I>o ro yet as much as ever. 


Note 9. 


IRhn butcher'd hatj the earthy tind IniUied t'other 

Staiira Ixxxl. last hue 


India. America. 




DON JUAN. 


CANTO XT. 


I. 

Whi:.v liishop Iterkclcy Mid ** there was no matter/’ 
And proved it—*twas no matter what he muI ; 

1 hey say his system ’tis in vain to batter, 

Too subtle for the airiest liuman head; 

And yet who can txjlievc it? 1 would shatter 
(iladly all matters down to stone or lead, 

Or adamant, to find the world a spirit, 

And wear my head, denying that I wear it. 

VDI . M\ I 3 
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II. 

VVliat a suliliiuc (lis('(»vriY ’iwas to aiakc the 

w 

thiivirrsc unlvi.'isal (-[jotism! 

That all \ ideal— n//oui ! I’ll hlake thu 

World (he it what you will; that ihut's no sidiisiii. 
Oh, Douht!—if thou he’.st Douht, for wiiirli soiiie Like 
lliee, 

hut whii li I douht oxliviiiely—thou sole prism 
Of the 'rnitli’s rav't, S[»od not my drau[;ht of .spirit! 
Heaven’s hrainU — tiiuu^'ii our liraia can hardly hear it. 


HI. 

For ever and anon conies iiidi(;e.stion 
(Not the most “ ilainty Ariel”], ami perplexes 
Our soai iiij^s with another sort of i|uestion : 

And that which, after all, my spirit vexes 
Is, that 1 And no spot where man can re.st eye on, 

W itlinut confusion of the sorts and si.\\es, 

Of hein|;s, stars, and this unriddled wonder, 

Ihe world, which at the worst’s a (jlorious blunder^ 



r.ANTO XI. 


DOX Jl'AX. 




IV. 

If it 1 k' ch.intc ; or if it In* ai ctirdiii;; 

To llu* oM >liU lu llor: — li'sl it '^tiould 
*^1 urn out NO, wr’U Sviy notiiiiij; Y,‘d»Nl tin* wordiii;; 

An m'm i il tliiiilv NiK'ti ii.i/.irds riuit* : 

TlifN'n- ; our an' loo lirn f lor uirottliii^; 

to Ij.il nn o'ir »‘\t‘r i « )uM 

and f t’r’M /•tiff} ii/u" i/iit will 
Know v<-rv iL*IIU— ir at 1« ast In* still. - 


Ami lluTrfore Avill I Icav*’ ofT iiu'tapii\sir,it 
■ l)i:>ciiNNioiif whirl) is iiritiirr lirit' nor tlirrc; 

If 1 ai^rrr that what is, is-—thro this I i all 
liriu;; cjmlr |M:rNpicm)nN .md i xlrf'iiii ly fair. 
Till' truth IN, Tvc {jrowii lat<*ly ralhor phtliisical: 

1 dim’t knoiv what thr hmsoii is—tin; air 
Perhaps; but, as 1 siiflcr from tin; shucks 
Of illness, 1 t^row much more orthodox. 



nov JUAN. 


CANTO XI. 


2^4 


VI. 

riu' liist allafk at once proveil the Divinity 
(hut that I never clouhted, nor the Devil); 

The next, the Virgin’s mystical virginity ; 

'I'lic thiidf tiic usual Origin of Kvil; 
riiC fourtli at once establish’d the whole Trinity 
On so iiicuiilrovcrtihle a level, 
rhat I devoutly wishM the three were four, 

On purpose to believe so much tlic more. 


VII. 

To our theme:—The man who has stood on the Acropol 
And look’d down over .Attica; or he 
VVho has Sidl’d where pictures([ue Constantinople is, 
Or Seen Toinlmctoo, or hath taken tea 
In small-e\ed China’s crockery-ware metrojiolis, 

>at amidst the bricks of Nineveh, 

.May not think much of London’s first appearance- 
hut ask him what he thinks of it a year hence? 



< ANTO XI. 


!»t>V JIA'I. 


7-s: 


VIII. 

Don .lunii liad {;c)t out on Sliootor's Tlill— 

Sutisi'L till* tiinOf tlic pKirc tlic same ilccUvity 
Wliirli looks ilon(^ tli.il v.ile of {jood and ill 
Wiu'ii' l.oiidoii .stnx't.s ft'i'incut in full .utivity; 
Wl.ilf fvi-ry tliin{; armind was calm and still, 

Kxrept llietTo.ik of a\ heels, wliuli on their pivot h< 
lh*ard—and that bee-like, hulildiii^, busy hum 
Of cities, that boils over T^itli their .srum : — 


I\. 


I say, Don Juan, wrapt in coiiteiiiplation, 

Walk'd on behind his carriai^e, o*er the .summit, 
And, lost in wonder of su ('reat «'i iiatinii, 

(iave way lo*t, since lie eoiild not overconic^it. 

*• \nd here,’’ he cried, is Frccdom’.s chosen station 
“ Here |ieals the people’s voice, nor can entomb it 
*' Hacks, prisons, iiH[uisittons; resurrection 
Awaits it, each new meeting' or election. 



nON JUAN. 
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?.8G 


X. 

“ llcrr aid cliast*’ wives, pure lives; licrc people pay 
“ I 5 ut what liiey please; and if that things be dear, 
*Tis only that they love to throw away 
“ 1'lieir cash, lo show how much they have a-year. 
“ Here* laws are all inviolate; none lay 

“ T raps for I he traveller; every highway’s clear : 

“ Here——lie was interrupted by a knife, 

'Mtli, “ Damn your eyes! your money or your life!” 


XT. 

These fnvborii sounds proceeded from four pads, 
In ambush laid, who had perceived him loiter 
Ih'hind his carriage; and, like handy lads, 

Had seized llie lucky hour lo reconnoitre, 

In which the heedless gentleman who gads 
Lpun the road, uidess he prove a tighter, 

May find himself, within that isle of riches, 
Exposot) to lose his life as well as breeches. 



CANTO XI. 


DON JUAN. 


187 


XII. 

.Tunii, wIio dill not uiuici>(,ii)d a word 

Oi' Knf;lisl), >avc tlirir sldblHdotlif ** (WhI fliimn!*’ 
And cvt'ii llt.it ho li.id so r.ircly luMid, 

Hi* Soini'liim’S lliou{;ht ’twas only ihoir ‘‘ salani," 
Or ‘‘ Oud l)u n ilh \ou I”—.imi ^lis iiol ahMird 

m 

I'o tliiiiL S(» ; hw, h.df !is I am 

(To nn misfoitutic), iiovrr tan I s^t) 

I hoard ihom wish “ (iod tvilii sou,” sivc that way : 


XIII. 

Juan ([uickly understood thoir (*oSlui'o, 

And, hoinjj somewhat ehoh-no and suddeu, 

Drew' forlli a pookel-pislol from his Vi'sture, 

And fired it into one asviilaiilS piiddiii}]—• 

Who fell, as rolls an ox o'cc in his pasture, 

.And roar'd out, as he writhed his native mud in, 
I'nto his nearest follower or hencliiiian, 

Oh Jack! Tin floor’d by that ere bloo<ly Frenchman 
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XIV. 

On which Jack and his train set off at speed, 

And Juan’s suite, l.ilc scatter’d at a distance, 
(iaiue up, all marvelling at such a deed, 

And offering, ns usual, late assistance. 

Juaii, who saw the moon’s late minion bleed 
As if his vcins'would pour out his existence, 
Stood calling out for bandages and lint, 

And wish’d lie had bcenMcss hasty with his flint. 


XV. 

** Perhaps,” thought he, “ it is the country’s wont 
“ To welcome foreigners in this way: now 
“ I recollect some innkeepers who don’t 
**Oi(rer, except in robbing with a bow, 

In lieu of a bare blade and brazen front. 

“ hut what is to be done ? 1 can’t allow 
The fellow to lie groaning on tlie road : 

** So take him up; I’ll help you with the load.” 



‘.\NTO XI. 
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XVI. 

Hut, ere tliey could perform this pious duty. 

The d)iii(; iii.ni crinl, Hold ! Tve my gruel I 
“ Oh! for a glass of max! WeVe missM our hootj , 
“ Let 1110 die where I am!” as the fut i 

Of life sltruiik in his heart, and thick and sootv 
The drops fell from his death-wound, and he dri*w i 
Uis linvilh, he from his swtdlitig tin oat untied 
V kerchief, crying “ (iivc*Sal that'.”—and die<l. 


XVII. 

The cravat, stainM with l>loody drops, fell down 
r>erore Don .luaii's feet: lie could not tell 
Exactly why it avas lieforc him thrown, 

Nor w'hat the nie.ining of the tnan’.H farewell. 
Poor Tom w.is once a ki*ldy ii|»on town, 

A thorough varmint, and a reo/ .swell, 

Full flash, all fanev, until fairlv diddled— 

I 

Uis jiockcls first, and then his body riddled. 
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XVIII. 

Doti having done the best he could 
In all the circuinst'ince.s of the ease, 

\.s soon ns “ crowner's (juest” allow’d, pursued 
llis travels to the capital apace ;— 

INteeining it a little hard he should 

hi twelve liours* time, and very little space, 
Have been ohliged to slay a freeborn native 
111 self-ilofciue: this made him meditative. 


• XTX. 

lie from the world had rut o(F a great man, 

Who in his time had made heroic hustle. 

Who in a row like Tom could lead the van, 

Pocftc in the ken, or at the spellken hustle? 

Who queer a flat? IVho (spite of Row-street's ban) 
On the high tohy-spicc so flash the muzzle? 

Who on a lark, with black-eyed Sal (his blowing), 
So prime, so swell, so nutty, and so knowing’ * 
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XX. 

Rut Toni's no more—ami so no more of Tom. 

Heroes must die ; and, l>y God's blcssin(;, 'tis 
Not lon|; before tlic most of them ij;o home.— 
Hail! Tlivimis, bail! TYoii tby verj^e it is 
Tlhit Juan’s chariot, rolling; like a drum 
In thunder, liolds tlic way it can't ivcll miss, 
Tbrou{jh Kt'iinin;jton aii<l all the other “ Ions," 
Which make us wish oursi lve.s in town at once :— 


XXL 

Tlirou[»Ii {'roves, so called as bcinjj voi«l of trees 

(l.ike from no li{*,ht); lljrou{»h pHtspeets named 
Mount l‘leasTnl, as containing, iicmijlit to |deas(‘, 

Nor much to climb; tlii'oiJ|'h little bo\eS*frained 
Of bricks, to let the dust in at your case, 

With “ To be lei," upon tbt-ir doors prorlaimM ; 
Through “ Rows” most modestly call’d “ Parailisc," 
Wbicli Eve might quit without much sacrifice 



DON JUAN. 
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XXII. 

I liroii^^li coaches, drays, clicked turnpikes, and a whirl 
or wheels, and roar of voices, and confusion; 

Here taverns wooinj^ to a jjint of ** purl,” 

There mails fast flying off like a delusion ; 

There barbers' blocks willi perriwigs in curl 
In windows; here the lamp-lighter's infusion 
Slowly distill'd into the glimmering glass«- 

c 

(kor in those days we had not got to gas);— 


• XXIII. 

Through this and much and more, is the approach 
Of travellers to mighty Rabylon ; 

Whether they come by horse, or chaise, or coach, 
Wifti slight exceptions, all the ways seem one. 

T (oiild say more, but do not clioosc to encroach 
Upon the Guide-book’s privilege. The sun 
Had set some time, and night was on the ridge 
Of twilight, as the party cross'd the bridge. 
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XXI\^ 

riiai^ ratlin* (iik*, tlio (*entle souiirl of Tli.iiiiis— 

WliO viudicati’S a luoiucnt too liis stream— 
Tlioujrliii.irdly heard lhrou{;h mullif«irious ^^dciiii'iiic’s ” 
The limps of VVeslinilister's more rc'ijulir {;hMiii, 
The breadth of paYniient,aiul yon shrine wlicre Fame is 
A spectral resident—whose pallid beam 
In shape of moonshine liovers o'er the pile— 

Make this a sacred part of Albion's isle. 


The Druid's {jroves are {jone—so iniuh the better ; 

Stoiie-llenge is not—but wliat the devil is it'— 

But I>edlain still exists with its s.i;;e fetter, 

• • 

That madmen inav not bite you on a visit. 

The Bench loo seals or suits full many a debtor, 

The Mansion-House too .'thoup^h some people quiz it 
To me ap|»ears a stifT vet f^rand erc^clion ; 

But then the Ahlx^y's worth the whole collection. 
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XXVI. 

Tlic line of li(;hts too up to Cliaring-Cross, 

Pall-Mall, and so forth, have a coruscation 
hike f;old as in comparison to dross, 
iMatcliM with the ronlineiit’s illumination, 

Whose rilics ni{;l^t by no means deigns to gloss : 

TIu; f rench were not yet a laiiip-ligliling nation, 

And wlieii they grew so—on their new-found lanthorn, 
Instead of wicks, they made a wicked man turn. 


XXVII. 

A row of gentlemen along the streets 
Suspended, may illuminate mankind, 

As also bonfires made of country seats ; 

But the old way is best for the purblind : 
riio other looks like phosphorus on sheets, 

A sort of ignis-fatiius to the mind, 

Which, though *tis ccrtiin to perplex and frighten. 
Must burn more mildly ere it can enlighten. 
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xxvin. 

Hut London’s so well lit, that if Dio{;encs 
(i'ould recominonce to hunt his honest rnon. 

And lound him not amidst the various prof^enies 
Of this enormous city’s spreading spawn, 

’1 were not for want of lamps to^^aid his tiodging his 
Yet undiscoverM treasure. VVh.it I can, 

I’ve done to find the same throughout life’s joiirnev. 
lUil see the world is only one attorney. 


XXIX. 

Over the stones still rattling, up Pall-Mall, 

Through crowds and carriages—hut waxing thinner 
As ihunderM knockers broke the long-sealM sp<dl 
Of doors ’gainst duns, and to an early dinner 
Admitted a small parly as niglil fell,— 

Don Juan, our young diploinatic sinner. 

Pursued his |ialh, and drove past some hotels, 

St. James’s Palace and St. James’s “ Hells." * 



[»()\ .ii:an. 
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XXX. 

Tliry riNuiril the hold : forth stream’d from the 
front door 

A tide of well-dad waiters, and around 
The inoh stood, and as usual several score 
Of ll lose pedestrian Papliians who abound 
In deeenl Lonrlon, when the dayli{;hl’s o’er; 

('om mod inns but iininornl, they arc found 
\ Refill, like "Maltlms, in promoting marriage:— 
Ihil .luan now is stepping froiii his carriage 


XXXI. 

Into one of the sweetest of hotels, 

Es{>ecially for foreigners—and mostly 
I'or tliose whom favour or whom fortune swells, 
And i'unnot tliid a bill’s small items costly. 
There many an envoy either dwelt or dwells 
,Tho den of many a diplomatic lost lie), 
lentil to some conspicuous square they pass, 

And blazon o’er the door their names in brass. 



r:AXTO xr. 
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xxxn. 

Juan, whose was a delicate cotninission^ 

Private, thou{;h imhilcly important^ Imre 
No title to point out Avith due precision 
The exact afTiiir on Avliich he was sent o’er. 

Taams merely knoivii that on a sycrct mission 
A forei{jner of rank had (p aced our shore, 

Youiifj, handsome, anil n^coinplishM, who Avas said 
In whispers) to have turn’d his Sovereign’s liea*! 


xxxin. 

Some rumour also of some strange adventures 
Had gone before him, ami his Avars and loves ; 
And as romantic heads are pretty painters, 

And, above all, an Fii(;lishAA oinan's roves 
Into the excursive, hreakinq the irideiitiireA 
Of sobe.r reason, Avheresoe’er it moves, 

11c found himself cxtieinelv in the fasiiion, 
Which serves our thinking people for a passion. 
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I don't irican that tlioy arc passionless, hut quite 
llio contrary; hut tl<cii ’tis in the head ; 

Y(‘t, as the consequences arc as hiif'Iit 
As if they ;ute«l with tlic heart instead, 

Wli.it after alt cun sifpiify the site 
Of ladies’ lucuhratiiins? So they ItNul 
111 safety to the place for which you start, 

What matters if the road he head or heart ? 


XXXV. 

•luan presented in the proper place, 

To pro|><‘r phiccnieii, every Huss credential, 

And was receivi il, w'ith all the due {grimace, 
l>y those who govern in the mood potential, 

W ho, seeing a handsoiiic stripling with smooth face, 
Thought (what in state affairs is most essential 
That they as easily might do the youngster, 

As hawks may pounce upon a woodland songster. 
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TJii'v fiT’fl, as* afji.u! iiu'ii will <lo; but by 
Ami bv well talk of that; and if we don't. 

9 

'Twill bo booauKi; our notioti is not bi,^;li 
Of pnlilirians and llioir tlouido front, 

\\ bo live bs lies, yot dan* not biddly lie :— 
Ni)W wbat I lovo in wonioii is, iboy won't 
Or (an! tin otbot'wisi* than lio, but tio if 
So well, ibo vory trulb scoinst falsobood to it 


XXXVII. 

Vnd, after all, what is a lie? 'Tis but 
'Itie triilli in niast|uerade; ainl I defy 
Historians, heroes, law\<:rs, priests to put 
A fact Without some leaven of a lie. 

'Mie very shadow' of true truth would shut 
T p annals, revelations, poesy, 

And pro[diecy—except it should 1 h* dated 
Some years before the incidents ndated 
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Pni-inI lie all liars and all lies I Who now 
Can lax my mild Muse with misanthropy? 

She lii^js the world’s “ Te Dcuin,” and her brow 
blushes for those who will not:—^liut to sigh 

Is iille; let us, like most others, how, 

* 

Kiss hands, feet—any part of Majesty, 

After the {jood example of “ (irccu Erin,” 

Whose ‘shamrock now seems rather worse for wearing. 


XXMX. 

Don .Iii.in was presented, and his dress 
And ir.ion excited general admiration-*- 
I don’t know wliieli was most admired or less: 

Out! monstrous diamond drew much observation, 
Which Catherine, in a moment of “ ivresse” 

(In love or brandy’s fervent fermentation), 
IVstow’d upon him as the public lenrn’d ; 

\nd, to sav truth, it had been fairly earn’d 
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Besides tlic ministers and underlinf^s, 

Wlio must 1)0 courteoiis to tlic accredited 
Diplomatists of rather averiu(] kings, 

Until their royal riddle’s fully read. 

The very clerks—lhose somewha^ dirty springs 
Of oflicc, or the house of oJlice, fed 
By foul eoiruplion into .streams—even they 
Were hardly rude enough to earn iheir pay : 


XLI. 

And insolence no doubt is what they are 
Kinplos’d for, since it i.s their daily labour, 

In tlie dear oflices of peace or war ; 

And should you doubt, pray ask of your next neigh- 

hour, 

When for a passjiort, or sonic other l>ar 
To freedom, he applied (a gi iel and a bote, 
he found not this spwri of tii-born lidiefi, 

[ike lap-dogs, the least civil sons of b—— 
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l^ut Juan was recciml witli iiiurli “ einprcssemcnt— 
Thos« plirases of refinoincnt I must borrow 
rroin our jicxt ii(M{;liboui’s* land, wlioro, like a cJicssman; 

There is a move set dow'ii for joy or sorrow, 

Not only in iiu;ro,talkiii(;, but the press. Man, 

111 islands, is, it seems, downii(;iit and thoroU{;h, 
Move than on continents—as if the sea 
(See l'illin{;s(;ale) made even the tonjpie more free. 


XIJIT. 

And yet the britlsh “ Daiirme'* rather Attic : 

Your eoiitiiient.d oaths are but incontinent, 

Aixl turn on thin{is which no aristocratic 
Spirit wouKl name, and therefore even 1 won't anent ^ 
This subject (|UOtc ; as it would lx* schismatic 
In polites.se, and have a sound aiTr(mtin(]; in 'i 
but ** Danrmc’'’s quite ethereal, thou{;h loo dariiig- 
Platonic blasphemy, the soul of swearing. 
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For (lowiiii'jlit ni<l(‘iu‘ss« \e inj\ slay at homo; 

For true* or false politoiiess and scarce that 
fsowj yon ii.ay cioss tlic bluo ilcrp and white foam- 
first tlio oiiiblciii (rarrly tliou('li) of what 
Voii liMvi’ beiiinil, the ii('\t uf much you come 
'iu meet. However, *tis no time to eliat 
On ||enei.il topiiS : poems must confuio 
Themsebes lo unity, like this uf mine. 


XbV. 

In llie {;reat woild,—w'hicli, beiiij; interpieted. 

Meanetii the west or woist emi ol a city, 

\n«l aiiout twice two thoitsaud people hied 

|iv no meins to be verv wise or ivittv. 

« • • 

Fut to sit tiji wliile others In* in hed. 

And look down on the univtTse with pity*- 
Juan, %is an inveter.ifc patrician, 

^well received hy [lersons of condition. 
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(Ic was a bachelor, which is a matter 
Of import bolli to virgin and to bride, 

The former’s lijiiicncal hopes to flatter; 

And (sliould she not liold fast by love or pride) 
’Tis also of some moment to the latter: 

A rib’s a thorn in a wed gallant’s side, 
hoquircs decorum, and is apt to double 
The liorrid sin—and, wfial’s still worse, the trouble 


* XLVII. 

hut Juan was a bachelor—oi arts, 

And parts, and hearts : he danced and sung, and had 
An an as sentiiiicntal as Mozart's 
Softest of melodies; and could be sad 
Ck cheerful, without any “ flaws or starts,” 

Just at the proper time; and, though a lad. 

Had seen the world—wiiicli is a curious sight, 

And very much unlike what fjcoplc write, 
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Fair virfjins hliisliM upon liiin; w<*cUli*it 
I'looinM aKo in less traiisitors hues ; 

For both coiuuKulilirs dwell by llie Thames, 
'Mil* |):iintin{; and Il.t* jrainted; yoiitli, ceriist\ 
bis lio.iit juclVTiM lladr i»sii d riaims, 
Such as no [/'ntU niaii ran ([iiitc mTiim* ; 
T).'iii^;btL'rs adinii'i'd Ins drt^ss, .iiid pious mothers 
fiicpiiied Ills inronit', and if be bad brotlirrs. 


\ld\ 

'I’lie indliiiris \v bo funiisli “ drapery niis'^es" < 
Tliroutjboiit ibe season, upon s|»f.Tul.itioii 
Of payiiimt ere tbc boiiey*MOoi/s last kisses 
Have waned into a rn scenl’s rorusration, 

Tliougbt suib an opportunity as tliis is. 

Of a ricli forrlyuiT’s initiation, 

I I»c overlook’d—and (jave surli credit, 

re Iii i(ic{jrootns swore, aucl and paid il. 

^xiv *-J 
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I'lic hluos, that t4.>ii(i(!r tribe, who sigh o’er sonnets, 
And wilft the pages of the last Review 
Line the interior of their heads or bonnets, 
Advanced in all their axiire’s higlicst hue : 

I'liey talkM had racnch of Spanish, and upon its 
I.ale authors askM him for a liiiit or two; 

And which was softest, Russian or (lastilian/ 

’ r 

And whether in iiis travels he saw llion * 


LI. 

.Ilian, who was a little superficial, 

\nd not in literature a great Drawcansir, 
Lxaniined by this leaniM and especial 

.liiry of UMlions, scarce knew what to .inswer: 
Ills duties w'arhke, loving, or official, 
lli.H steady afiplicatioii as a dancer. 

Mad Kept him from the brink of Ilippocrene, 

\\ liteh now he found was blue instead of 
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However, lie rc|ilie<l at IkiAiril, with 

A iiuuleNt ninriilcnce atul laliu assurance, 

Wliirli lent lus learned liuuliratioiis pitli, 

And |}.issM for arguments of good t*iid lira nee. 
Jii.it ))ru4li(;y, Miss Araiiiinta Sniftli 

(,VMio, at sivlt-eii, translateil “ llereules Furens" 
Into as fiiiiou.s Kii|;lisii), witli liei look, 

Set down Ills viuiijjs in leT <oininoii>plaee liook* 


IdU. 

Ju.ni knew' several l.in{;u.i{>es-^as well 

He and brou^lit tiieiii up with skill, lu time 

To save his fame with each accomplisliM l>clk.% 

Who still rej'retted that he did not rhyme. 

There wanted hut this rerjuisite to swell 
Ills qualities (w'ltli them) into sublime : 

Fitx-Frisky, and Miss Mzvia Mannish, 

|Dg’d extremely to be sung in Spanish. 
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However, lie did pretty well, and was 
Admitted as an aspirant to all 
The coteries, and, as in lianquo’s glass. 

At great asscMiiblies or in parties small. 
He saw tea thousiind living authors pass, 
That being about their average numeral; 
Also tlie eighty “ greatest living poets,” 

A^ every paltry iiiaga/inc can show Us. 


bV. 

In I'vrico five years the “ greatest living poet,” 
Like to the champion in tiie fisty ring, 

Is call’d on to .support his claim, or show it. 
Although ’tis ail imaginary thing. 

Kven I—albeit I’m sure 1 did not know it, 

^or sought of foolscap subjects to l>e king— 
Was reckon'd, a considerable time, 

The grand Napoleon of the realms of rhyin^p^^ 
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LVI. 

Hill Juan TV.is iu\ .Moscow, .uul l'\ili»To 

•I ^ 

My Lfipsic, aiiii luy Moiil-S.iinl-.lf.ni soi'ins Tain • 
I..U Im'IIc-\ llijiKt**' ordiiiiics ilowii al zero, 

^ow■ tliat llic liuii’s may rise ajjaiii : 

f’lit T will fall at liMsl as tell iii> ^hto ; 

Nor ri*i^;ii a I all, or as a nn^nan h rci{;!i ; 

Or to some lonely isle of jailors fjo, 

VViili luriicoat SouiIk'v for m\ turnke> f^owe. . 


LVIf. 

Mr Waller rniprii Ijelon* im*; Moore and ('.am|tl>cll 
Hefore and after; Hill now, (;rown mote holy, 
The Muses upon Sion's hill must ranthlc 

With poets almost clcr(;)meii, or wholly; 
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I.IX. 

Thou lhoro% my poullo Kii|>huc!»f wlio, tlioy 
Sot.s up for (H'iiig .1 m:)iI of itwral mr'. 

Ilo'll fmd it rather lUnicuU »oiiio lUv 

¥ 

To turn out hotli, or oitlitTf it may U*. 

Somo (H’rsioiis think that (*oterh]f;e hath the , 
AimI Wonlsworlh lias $u|i|ii>rters, two or three , 
And that di*o}>-iiiuuthM IViiotiaii, Sava^'e l»in^ 
Has taken for \ swan rogue *Southcy’s gand^ 
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LX. 

John Keats—who was kilLii ofT l)y *uii* rritir|Ui‘, 
Just as lie rL-ally {iroiiiisfMl soinetliiii^; t;rcatt 
li'iiot without (in'ek 

C'.outri'viil tt> talk uhout the ('loiis of* lati*, 

Miirli a** tliev iui{>iit have Ihh'Ii sil|)|to>erl to sjMMk. 

Pool’ fellow I IIis was ail untoward f.>(e : 

’J is stianjje the mind, that very fuTV particle, *' 
Should let itself he Hfiutl^d out hy au articli* 


L\L 

rill list {;ro\vs loiij; of live and (li;ad pretenders 
To tliat which none will (Jain—or iiofic will know 
The coiKpieror at least; who- cre time retnlers 
His last award, wmU have the long grass ^row 
Above his Imrnt-out brain and sapless cinders. 

If I might augur, I should rate but low 
Their chances ;—thes're too numerous, like the tliirtv 
1^tyrants, when Koine’s aanaU waxM but dirty. 
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I.Xll. 

I Itih is tlie litmi) /ra<‘r/- riiipijr, 

till' PraHoiiaa ImiuIs up lb*.* huilt'i';— 
A “ tlriMflfiil ti.idi*/’ like bis wlio {'.ilbt'rs sjiiiplin 
"I III' iiisolriit soblii iy to soutlu’ jrul flatter, 

Willi tbe St'mie ieelii^^s as ^ouM toax .i vaii»[ in* 

Meie I oiKc at Imnu*, aiul ui {;<>04l satin 
r*! Irj eoiieluNioiis mtU ibnse Jaiii/aiies, 

\ud show liicui 1^‘hiti ail iiiU'lli'vlual war is 


• I.MII. 

I lliiuk 1 know a trick or two, would liiin 

JliiM* fJaiiLs^—but it IS liardiv worlb iii\ uinle 
VMlli such small to |;ive m>M lf coiicciu ; 

indeed Tve not tin* iiccvNJhiry bile ; 

My natural temper’s really au(;bt but stern, 

And even iiiy Muse's uorst reproof’s a *ituilc, 
And ibeii she drops a brief and iiioderii rurtsev. 
And (glides atfa}, assured sbe never hurts ye. 
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My Juan, whom I Kit in iloailly |M*ril 

Amoiijjsl Ino jnM‘fs hluf l.itlifs, ji.issVl 
With MHin* Miiall through that ht hl so >ti'riK 

ll»'nig liml 111 luiif, and lu’itlirr Ii*ast nor list 
Krft it hrioir In* had hi i*ii tu-.ilrd n*t‘r\ ill; 

\ id liriu'iToilh hniud himvlf more t*,aily rhT^sM 
Amoii|‘>t l!u‘ hi;;lu*l‘ HinitlN^jf the d.iv, 

1 Jn‘ sun’s Iriu* stiii — no s.ipour, Imt :i r.iv. * 


IA\ . 

Ills inoiiiH he jmns’iI in hiisiin'ss—nhirh^ disscitetl, 

• Was tike .ill hnsines>, .1 lahoiious nothing, 

'1 hat leads to kisMtinle, ihr ittref infet tecl 
•Vinl Centaur Nessus guh of mortal ilothiug 
Viul on our sofas makes us he ili jerted. 

Anil talk in lender hoirors of oiir loathing 

of toil, save for our country's good— 

no Ih'ller, though *lis time it should. 

f 

» I- 
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Mis it'U'rnoonx hr |)a$sM iii visits, lunchrons, 
Loiiti(;itig, anti hoxirij;; and the houi 

In ridiiiii; round those vqjetjble {lUiicheoiis 
( allM “ Parks,” where there is neither fruit i i r tjowi 
Knoiitjh to jjrality a heeN slijjht imineiiiiJ|;H. 

l)Ut after all it is llie otdy Itown” 

,ln Moore’s jihrasej wheje the fashioiuhle fair 
(%ni form a sh{;lit aeijuaiiitance with fresh air. 


j.wn. 

Then dress, tlicii dinner, then awakes the world! 

Then ;;laie the lam|)S, tlien wdiirl the wheels, then loe 
7lir(^i^;h street and S({uare fast Hashing;chariots, hurl* 
Like harness'd meteors! ihcu alon{; the floor 
('.halk luiinics (lainling; then festoons are twirlM . * 
Then roll the Liimmui thunders of the door, 

Whieli opens to the lliousaud happy few 
\ii earthly Paradise of “ Or Molu.*’ 
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There st.inds the noble hostess, nor .shiill sink 
With the tlirec-thousanclthfurtse> ; there the w.iltz- 
TJu* nnlj ihiiicr which te.whes i;irls to thiuk<— 

M.ike^ one ui love e\rn witii its very f.iults. 

SjIooii, room, h.tU oVrflow bi'yofid their brink. 

And h)n{; the l.itest of arrivals halts, 

'Midst royal dukes and d: 4 iiu*s condemn'd to climb, 
And p, iiii an inch of staircase at a time. 


hxrx. 


IhiKt hapjiy he, who, after a survey 
Of the (;oo<l coiiipaiiy, can win a corner, 

■« 

A tiour that's m, nr boudoir mil of the way, « 

Where lie iiia\ fix himself, like small ** Jack Horner," 
And let the Habel round run as it may. 

And look on as a mourner, or a scorncr, 

,,^n approver, or a mere s|>C4:tator, 




a little as the night grows later. 
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i'lit tills won't ilo, save by ami by ; and b«, 

Ulin, like Don Juan, takes an active sbaic, 

Must >lcoi* willi Clio tiirouf'li all tii.it {;littcriiif; sea 
Ot gtjiis and pliiiiu'S, and pearls .iiid silks, to ul.en- 
He dooms it IS Iiis*prop« r phno to bo; 

i)i.vsolviiif; in liio waltz to some soft aii\ 

()i pirmdiior piantini; wiUi mort'uvi.ii skill 
W+ii ri* Minice iiiarslials foitli lici own ipi.idrdlo. 


lAXl. 

Or, il III* ti 111(0 not, but lialli lii{;lior view.s 
r pon an lieiross or his iii*i{]iibour’s bride, 
la't iii|ii take care tiiat tiiat \\Iiicli In; pursues 
Is not .it once too [Kilpably descried. 

Tull luany an Cvi{;er gcnlleiiun oft rues 

His baste : impatience is a blundering; {;uidc 
.\mongst a people famous for rellcctioii, ' 

\Vbo like to play tlie fool with drcuinspecl’^'o)?/ 
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i ut, il y>u t 111 coiiliiVi*, -jrt ni‘xl at sujipofi 
()i, if (ori‘^l.iir<J^ i;<'l OjipoMli* anil uj;lc 
Oit, )(* .miiUionmI ! always U|)|ii'r 

111 iiiiiul, a >oit ol'.M'liliitirnl.il 
Wliii I) silh ror ever ii{>o)t uH-iiuui v’h i riijipcrT 

'llie {jIiuaI f)f vaiii'tliM |4<aMnes once tii vo({Ui*! Ill 
I an teniiei souls telate/lie mm* atul tall 
Oi liojicji and leai.s uliiili ;»h ikc a suij;le kill- • 


lAMlI. 


Tail •liesc ]U('i.tulioiiar> liuiN eait tom li 
Onl) the comuioii lun, vtlio uiu*^t jiiirsuc, 

\iifi waleii, and uatd ; wliuse |dans a woj^d too lliuclt 
i)i little oveiturns; and mil the lew 
Or many (foi iite nundjer \s soiiictiriies such; 

\\ hoiii a (;oo(i innui, Ls|>e('ially if new, 
jHx fame, or name, tor wit, war, stins<;, or nonaicusc, 
Xiits wli.ite’cr they plcaite, or c/iVi not long since. 

1 
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Our hero, as a hero, youiif; nn<l hanrbouie, 
Nohle, licli, eelebratnl, and a slraii{;er, 

I.ike other slaves of course must pay his ransom 
Itehue lie can escape t'rom so much daii(;er 
As Will environ a cofispicuoiis man. Some 
Talk aUml poetry, and “ fvick and iiiai](]et/’ 
And U'*liness, rlisease, as t«)ii and trouble ;— 

1 lliey knew the life of a yiuii{* noble. 


hXW. 

'I hey aiv yoiiti)*, but know not >outh—It is aoticipati d . 

llaiidsoiiie but wasted, rich witlinut a vSou ; 

Their vi^iir in a thousand arms is dissipated ; 

I heir cash comes/rom, their wealth j^oes to a Jew 
b<>th senates see their nightly votes participated 
between the t\rant’s and the tribunes* crew ; 

And, having voted, dined, drank, gained, and who ' 
The family v.auU receives another lord. 
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•* VVIicro tlic world,” crios Youngs **al n'^hty? Where 
“ 1'lie woiM in wliieh a man was horn?” Alj-tl 
Win; re is the world of years past? thrre — 

I lot)lw for it—*lis (jjoiic, a ('lolic of jjliss! 

(iiackM, sliiverM, vanish’d, scarcely (jau’d on ere 
A silent c)iai){;e dissoKcs the (jlittciiiig mass. 
Malesinen, cliiefs, or.i|prs, queenS} patriots, kiri{;s, 

\i)ii dandies, all arc i;oiie on the wind's wuigs. 


LX XVII. 

\Vh ere is Najioleon the (iraiid ^ fenl knows: 

Where little (.jstlcrea|jh? The Ihivil can tell : 

Whert; (iiMttan, (iurraii, Sherul.in, all th^iH' 

Who bound the l>ar or M’liate in their spell 
Where is the unhappy Queen, wdlli all her woes.^ 

And where the daut;hter, wliuin the isles loved well? 
Vliere are those martyr’d splints, the Five per Lents? 
.where—oh where the devil arc the rents? 
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lAWIII. 

Prunrmcl? DisliM. ^VIlc^c^s Lonp, Pole Wcl 

H 

W ln‘if*s WliitliWMil ? Roiiiiny ? Wlicrc's Gcorijo th 
TliinI? 

WliiTi* IS hi.s wilP {'iii.ilN not so soon utiriclillct) . 

AimI wlirre is Filin'^ ll»i* Fouilh, our “ royal hinl.' 
tioiie (ion'll it st'ciiis lo to be f' ldled 

I ufcj by S.iwnry’s violin, wt- have heard : 

< an tin —lor six months hath been hatelnii 

Tins seem* of lojal ilih and lo\ d scratelihij; 

I.WIX. 

^V||e^e is Lord This’ Ami where my Lady That"* 

The Honour ible Mistresses and Mism's.* 
v>onie l.iid^iside like an old ojU'ra-liat, 

Married, uiiniarneiL and rt'iiiarried—(this U 
\n cvululioii oft iierfonu'd of Lite,* 

Where are the Dublin slioiits—and London hisses? 
Wlierc are the Grcuvilles? TurnM as usual. Whejo* 
My frieiids the Wliigs ? Exactly where they we*' 
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Wficrc art! llic rantliiics autl Fraiuvscsk ‘ 

Ois'urcctl or <lt>titg tlicro anriit. Yr aiinab 
So hrilli.int, wlifii* tin* list of rnuLs ami (iaonrs is— 
Tlioii Post, M»lt' rcrortl of tlie paiicls 

I'tokrii ill taiii.i{;t*'«, ami all tlio^iiiaiitisu's 

Of f.isliioti—s.tv what streams now fill tliose cluiinels ' 

4 

Soiiit' tile, some ilV) som^' laii|;uisli on the roiitiiiotit, 
neeaii''!' the limes have lianlly left them o//^' tOViaiit. 


lAXXI. 


Some who once M'I their ta|is at cautious dukeSf 
Have taken up nt leii{*th witii y(iuii|;er brothers; 
Some heiresses have bit at sliarper's books;. 

Some maids have been inaile wives—some merely 
motbers; 

Others bas'e lost their fresh and fairv looks : 

^ III shortf the list of alferatioiis bothers. 

^rXt. 

[s little straii|;e in this, but sometliii)(j strange is 

If c ^ 

usual quickness of these common changes. 
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I'.ilk not of seventy years as age; in seven 
I have seen more changes, down from monarctis to 
The huiiililesi individual under Heaven, 

Tlian might siifllcc a moderate century tlirough. 

I knew that noiighi was lasting, hut now even 

Change grows too changeahle, without being new ; 
Nought’s permanent ainory^ the Iiuinau race, 

I'Ac«pt the Whigs not getting into place. 


LXXXlIf. 

I have seen Nvipoleon, who seem’d quite a Jupiter, 
Shrink to a S.iturii. I liave seen a duke 
^No master which) turn politician stupider, 

If that can well l>e, than iiis wooden look 
lint It is time that I should hoist my blue Peter,” 
And .sail for a new theme; I have seen-—and shook 
To sec it-*thc King hiss’d, and then caress’d; 

But don’t pretend to settle svhich was best. 



iJk.fTn XI. 






LXXXIV. 

1 liavo s<'L*n tlie liiidholders without a r,ip^ 

1 luve &t'eii Johantia Southcolc*-! have seeu 
riic House of Cdiiitikoiis turi/d to a tax*lrap— 

\ have S4x*n that s.i*l affair of the laic (J|uecii— 

J have seen crowns worn iii.stcad of a foolWap— 

I have seen a Coiifjrcss doin(; all that's nican--* 

I ha>e .seen some natic^is like overloaded asiK^s 
Kick off tJieir liurthctis—inefttitng the lii(;UcWsses. 


LXXXV. 

I have Seen siiiaU |)oetSf and great prosers, and 
fnterrfiinahle —ntH rtenwl —s|}eakers— 

I have fk*en llic Funds at war with house |nd laiid- 
Tve seen the country gcDtIcmen turn squeakm— 
I've seen the people ridden oVr like sand 
By slaves on horseback—I have seen mall liquors 
xchanged for ** thin potations" by John Bull—* 

: seen John half detect liiinseH a fool — 



bOJf J1 li '. 
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LXXXVI. 

I>iil “ i.i\r\n' Ju.iii, ** car|u*I” 

'l»-iuoiTOW )Wus aiiullicr rarr as gay 

Ajtil Irnusii'iit, and dcvourM hy tlic ?.iiue liar]i\. 

“ l.iftt's a [joor jdayr”—then ‘‘ play put the pby,. 

“ Yr villains!” and^nljOM! all, kn j) a diarp eye 

Much less on what you do than what yot. s.iy ; 

l>c hypocrilical, he cautiou:^ he 

Not what \ou if'crn, hut ahva\s wlial ^ou ,u'* 

■ • « 


lAWVIl 

hut hosv shall 1 relate in <»ther lantos 
or what hefel our heio, in the land 
W'liiih the eonninui cry and In* to vaunt as 
A moral countr\ ^ 1>ut 1 hold inv hand— 
For I disdain to write an .\t.ihiiiti.s; 

Hut His as well at onee to undevstaiuh 
You aiv fiot a moral peojde, and you know it 
Without the aid of too sinrere a poet. 



CANTO XI. 


jiAN. 


LXXXVIU; 

Wliat Ju.m saw ami underwent, shall be 
My topi '> with of emirs** the due restriction 
Which is ivijuired hy proper courtesy, 

And recollect the worl* i^ only iiction, 

' And lh.»t T moj; of neither mine jior me. 

Though ev»'ry scnlw, in soiin* slight turn of diction. 
Will hiiit alIii*>ions Uf’VLf riu fint. Nc*er^louht 
/V.n—when I s[UMk, 1 tIon‘t him, but speak ml. 


hXXXIX. 

Whetin*! he iiurrietl with the third or fourth 
OfTspring of some sage, liusiMnd-hiintiiig countess, 
Or wliether with some \irgin of more woi^t 
T mean in foilune^ matrimonial hoiinties) 
lie look to regularly jH’Opling earth, 

Of which your Kiwful awful iredlot k fount is— 

*r whetiicr he wwr taken in for damages, 
i^beiug too excursive in his homages— 



now jl’av. 


Hall 


xr. 

Iff yet Within the unread evcntji of time. 

Ttius far, forth, thou lay* which I will h.tt.i 
A^jaiiijit the same given i[uanlity of rhyme. 

For lK'in{; as much the subject of attack 
As ever yet was any woik suhliiiie 

Ry those who love to s.'iy tli.it w hite i'' til k 
So much the U^tler!—1 ni^y staiffl .ih>iic, 

Rut^oiild not change my fiee fhoii(;hts fr.r a fhiom 



NOl'ES TO CANTO XI. 


!S’oti I 

If’hii rt»» Uirk^ with htnr%~t^y‘rd Sal 'hu 

.A" fa .Hi'c*//. j<i nitttf , aail ««» h/ifman^ ? 

Slanra \t\ liin i 8 . 

T!ic ;»«h;inrt.‘ of Sfirnrc n!nl of langungo hn* leti-' 
flcroii it unnoo<^<5ary to truri«lii(e the aliovc agood and 
Inu* KTii;li-ih. tpoken in original purity hy the »<*- 
Icf't iiiohiliiv aiui liirir patroiH. The fullowitig i« n stffnza 
ot a »ortg ivhiclt was ^cry popular, at leiisl in my early 
dayt :— 


“ Oh ill*- liit'h fl ili«* raiuzlr. 

* lit '■[•III- i.hIi k *>lil kcftiii^ 

' It \>>ti .It tii«‘ ><{M lii,rii f .iii'i Iiuktlf, 

Yixi’ll )*«' h>il*l'lr4i Ml making a (]|<nir 

'* 1 Iw’ti vmir r.lowin-.; ^Mil \va\ h.*iij:l»t\^ 

“ Win'll kin III Viiur Kr.ilv lliislakr, 

“'^liv’ll kni))\ liuii •nitilititi dll' fMH\, 

*■ Tli.it lii'i J.n k iii.i\ h»' ii-gtilai 'kxriglit.’’ 

II there he any Kom'inaii so ignorant as to require a 
traduction. I relcr him to my oh! Iriend ami cor{>oreal 
p.*)sior and rnu&ler, Jolio Jackson, Hsq., rrofes.lt)r of 
IhigilisTii: nho 1 trust still rrtaim^ ti^ft^lrmgih and 
sjnimelry of Jjjjjnodelolli'q^foein, together with his 
||g|d humour, and atKVef^s well as mental uca3iTiplifth« 
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» 

I « 

^ Pi'OTE 2 . 

St- Jamci't Pntace tmd St. Jame.)^i “ iltUt.' 

S(jr) 7 a x%'ix. J<ik( line 

“ Hells,” gainii)g-l»on?cs. Wfut tlieir rtuniber 
now be ill tlii\ lile, ) kimw not. IIHore 1 was of 
I knew iliriii ptyny a»‘<'ijral»-ls, btitb ** goiil' anci 
'* sil viT.” I w.i"* oiu e n(*arlv <'jlle«l out by «n ak'quaiiit^ 
anrt', lu.fanM- vhen be Ji>keii me wboie J llui 

bis soul wottbl lx: bniful brrcafler, 1 niisweiv<! * b. 
Silver Hell.” 

0 Notk j. 


./drhl tfifrfjore et-’rn / U’fvi't anet.l 
'J hit n^necl quote. 

^ s’»*i. )»!<*' I 

**Client” svas a Seotrb pbras-t;, ineaning •* lonreiii 
inpi"—“\silb if*." U has hern rnaile I'sii^li'slj bv 

the Set'll b ’Ndkt is, uii'l. a*, tbe l‘rent litfKill s.'Ul— ■ H >’ 
he not, oiii'ht to hi' l‘-ii_.,b''b. 



'I hr nnHtitert who 

/ 


’ droprry 

Si. 111;.* tilt tjis* liEii 


“ hniperv iiiLs^e.s'*-—'I bii lerni i.s [»n)i»,iblj .ir {hiu^' 
now but n n.j \lrr} . It w.is liont'tn dbiictt ><• . i im 
wbcii I lir"! ri'tuineti IVt'ni tlic Ki.'l in iHi i- -i 8 i ; I 
means a a bigiiborn, a iu.'^biditabie \ourit4 b 

mole. Will iii.’tlMulet! b> her liii-iuls, aiul liirmofi '>l b\ 
lier ihUtinei smiIi h ss.iitliobe tipon cietiit, to h« 
when tnqrrit (h,^\'>\' ihe hu.dmMi. 'J be ritbllt* ssiis l'i.sr 
r^ad to me by a vouiiti%iii tL nrclt v_beiret«.. <>n ms 
prai.sing ibo *• ilrajMay” ol an '^mfSen^ul but •• ftclt; 
virgiiiilio" (like Mrs. Aune Pag^ i>l ibe then tla> 



>’OTKS lo lAMi* XI. 




■i. 

hM utm been lonm yettn yesKrdaj :—^ iu»ureii me 
dial Uie (htug was ctmimun in Lt>iAlonf and as her own 
thousands, and blooming Imiks. and rich simplicity of 
aiTay, put any suspicion in her own case out of the <(ties« 
lion, t I'onfcss I gave some credit to the allegatioii. If 
necessary, authorities might be cited, in which case 1 
could quote both drnfH'ry ” and the wearers. 1^1 us 
hofie. imwcier, tliat it it now obsolete. 


Nora 

’ /i* stmnfff ih> t‘nn,{, timi vru fi^iy pati$ctr. 
Should !rt ihe/f hr %nujpd 'uif ([r oo article. 

is linn B 

' nMio<T p.triiciil.on 
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